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PROLOGUE, 

BY A FRIEND. 



/ f\ FT hastht hujkii^d Mufi, with aSioM miox, 
^ DihasU tht glory of tin Tragic fcenti 
While puny 'villains , dre/s*d in purple pridi» 
With crimes obfcent the heaven-bom rage belfd. 

To her belongs to mourn the Heroes fate 9 
To trace the errors of the Wife and Great ; 
To mark th^ excefs ofpaffions too reft^d. 
And paint the tumults of a God'like mind; 
Where, nux^d luith rage, exalted thoughts combine. 
And dark eft deeds nuith beauteous colours flfine* 

Such lights andflyades in a nvelUmingUd draught. 
By curious touch of artful pencil tvrought. 
With fofi deceit amufe the doubtful eye. 
Pleased luith the conjUB of the <various dye* 

Thus, tbro^ the folUnving fcenu, voith fweet Jurprize, 
Virtue and guilt in dread confufion rife ; 
And Love and Hate, at once, and Grief and Joy 9 
Pity and Rage, their mingled force employ. 

Here the f oft Virgin fees, nvith Jecret ftbame. 
Her charms exceWd by friendft?ip^ s purer flame \ 

Forc'd. 



PROLOGUE. 

Fw^dt naith reluBant 'virtue^ to approve 
Tbi generous Hero, tuho reje3s her hyve. 

Behold him there ivith gloomy pajpons Jlain^d^ 
A «wife JuJpeSedt and an injured friend; 
Tet/uch the toil *where innocence is caught. 
That rajh Jkjpicion feems tvithout a fault » 
We dread a tvhile, left beauty flmuld fucceed. 
And ahnoft nmjh fen *virtue*sfelf may bleed. 

Mark 'Will the black Revenge, the cruel Gui^\^ 
The traitor-fend trampling the lovely ^oil, ^ 

Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence opfrefs*d\ 
Then let the rage of furies fire your bneft, 

Tet may his mighty nurongs, hisjuft difdain. 
His bleeding country, his lov^d father fiainp 
His martial pride, your admiration raife. 
And erovjn him vfith involuntary praife. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

Don Alonzo, the Sptaiifi> General, Mr. Booth. 

Don C A III.OS, his Friend, Mr. Wilks. 

Don Alvarez, a Courtier, Mr. Thurmond, 

DonMANu.L, Attendant of Don jMr.WitiiAMS. 

Carlos, J 

Zanca, aCaptive M><?r, Mr. Mills. 



WOMEN. 

Leonora, Alvarez's Daughter, Mrs. Porter, 
JsABELXA, the Moor*s Miftrefs, Mrs. Horton. 
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I. 



SCENE I. 



Enter Zanga. 

Zanga. 

WHETHER firft nature, or long want of peace. 
Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot Cell t 
Bat horrors now are not di{plea£ng to me ; 
I like this rocking of the battlements* 
Rage on, ye winds ; burft, clouds, and waters roar ! 
You bear a juft refemblance of my fortune. 
And fuit the gloomy habit of my foul. 

{Entir Ifabella, 
Who's there ? My love ! 

Isabella. 

Why have yon left my bed i 
Your abfence more affrights me than the ftonit* 

B 3 Zanga. 



6 THE REVENGE* 

The dead alone, in fuch a night can reft ; 
And I indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away : I choofe to be alone. 

Isabella. 
I know you do, and therefore will not leave you ; 
Excufe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unufual hangs upon your heart. 
And I will know it; by our loves, I will. 
To you I facrific'd my virgin fame ; 
Afk I too much to ihare in your difbefs f 

Zanga. 
In tears ? Thou fool ! Then hear me, and be plung'd 
In heirs abyfs, if ever it efcape thee. 
To ftrike thee with aftonilhment at once, 
I hate Jlofizo. Firil recover that. 
And then thou fhalt hear farther. 

Isabella. 

Hate Jlonzo i 
I own, I thought Altnnco mod your friend; 
And that he loft the mafter in that name. 

Zanga. j. 
Hear then : 'Tis twice three years fince that great man 
(Great let me call him, for he conquer'd me) 
Made me the c4ptive of his arm in fight : 
He flew my^ther> and threw chains o'er me. 
While I, with pious rage, purfu'd revenge : 
I then was young ; he plac'd me ndar his perfon. 
And thought me not difhonour'd by his fervice. 
One day (may that returning day be night. 
The ftain, the curfe of each fucceeding year !) 
For fomething, or for nothing, in his pride 
He ftruck me ; (While I tell it, do I livp ?) 
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He finote me on the cheek— I did not ftab him ; 
For that were poor revenge— E'er fince, his fojly 
Has ftrove to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneflesy and thinks it is forgot 
Iniblent thought ! and like a fecond blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where men are wortUefs ; 
And fuch alone can wifely drop revenge. 

Isabella. 
fittt with more temper^ Zanga, tell your ftory : , 
To fee your ftrong emotions ftartles me. 

Zanga. 
Yes, woman, with a temper that befits^it. 
Has the dark adder venom ? So have I, 
When trod upon. Proud Sfaniard, thou ihalt feel me ! 
For fit)m diat day, that day of my dilhonour, 
I horn that day have curs'd the rifing fun. 
Which never ful'd to tell me of my fhame : 
I horn that day have bleil the coming night. 
Which promis'd to conceal it ; but in vain ; 
The blow returned for ever in my dream : 
Yet on I tcMl'd, and groan'd for an occafion ' 
Of ample vengeance : None is yet arrived. 
Howe'er, at prefent I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him fore, in his ambition ; 
Life of his life, and dearer than his foul. 
By nightly march he purpos'd to furprize 
The Mwri>& camp; but I have taken care 
They ihall be ready to receive his favour. 
Failing in this, a caft of utmoft moment. 
Would darken all the conquefts he has won. 

Isabella. 
Jnft as I enter'd an exprefs arriv'd. 

Zanga. 

To whom ? 
B 4 Isabella.; 
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Isabella. 
His friend* Don CarUs. 

Zanga. 

Be propitiousy 

Mabmitt on this inportuit hosr. 

And give at length my famiih'd foul revenge ! 

Wliat is revenge, but courage to call in 

Our honour'^ debts, and wifdom to convert 

Others' felf-love into our own protedlion ? 

But fee the morning ray^ breaks in upon us ; 

I'll feek Don Carlos, an^ enquire my fate. [Exeunt, 

Enter Ma n u e l and Don C A R LOs. 
Manuel, 
My lord Don Carlos, what brings your exprefi ? 

Carlos. 
Alonzoh glory, and the Moors defeat. 
The field is ftrew'd with twice ten thoufand flaii^ 
Though he fufpeds his meafures were betray'd* 
He'll foon arrive. O how I long t'embrace 
The firft of heroes, and the bell of friends !— 

1 lov'd fair Leonora long before 

The chance of battle gave me to the Moors, 
From whom fo late Jlonzo fet me free ; 
And wlule I groan'd in bondage, I deputed 
This great Alonxo, whom her father honours^ . 
To be my gentle, advocate in love. 
To flir her heart, and fan its fires, for me. 

Manuel. 
And what fuccefs ? 

Carlos. 
Alas ! the cruel maid— - 
Indeed, her father, who, UioHgh high at court. 
And powerful with the kbg, has wealth at heart, 

T# 
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To heal his devaftations from the Mo^tt 
Kaomng I'm richly freighted from the £ail^ 
My fleet now failing in the fight of Spain, 
(Heav'n guard it fafe through fuch a dreadful dorm !) 
Carefies me, and urges her to wed. 
Manuel. 
Her aged father^ fee ! leads her this way, 

Carlos* 
She looks like radiant youth 
Brought forward by the hand of hoary time<««* 
You to the port with fpeed; 'tis poillble 
Some veffel is arriv'd : Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings, which Carlos may receive with joy ! 
Enttr Alvarbz aWLbohora. 
Alvarez. 
Don Carlos, I am labouring in your favour 
With all a parent's foft authority* 
And earneft counfel. 

Carlos. 
Angels fecond you ! 
For all my blifs or mifery hangs on it. 

Alvarez. 
Daughter, the happinefs of life depends 
On our difcredon, and a prudent choice ; 
Look into thofe they call unfortunate. 
And dofer view'd, you'll find they are unwiie : 
Some flaw in their own condud lies beneath, . 
And 'tis the trick of fools to fave their credit. 
Which brought another language into ufe. 
Don Carlos is of antient, noble blood ; 
And then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune : 
For him the fun is labouring in the mines, 
A faithful flave, and turning earth to gold : 
His keels are freighted with that facred pow'r. 
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By which ev'n kings and enq>eror8 are made. 
Sir, yott have my good wifhes : and I hope [To Carlos^ 
My daughter is not indifpos^d to hear you. [Exii Alv. 
Carlos. 

Lionora ! why art thou in tears ? 
Becaufe I am lefs wretched than I was ? 
Before your father gave me leave to woo you, 
Hufli'd was your bofom, and your eye ferene. 
Will you for ever help me to new pains* 
And keep referves of torment in yourhand» 
To let them loofc on every dawn of joy ? 

Leonora. 
Think you my father too indulgent to me. 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears ? 
A daughter fure may be right duuful, 
Whofe tears alone are free fhrni a reftraintn-i 

CARL0&. 

Ah my torn heart ! 

1 ihall obey my father. 



Leonora* 

Regard not me, my lord ; 



Carlos. 

Difobey him. 
Rather than come thus coldly; than come thus 
With abfent eyes, and alienated mien, 
SuFring addrefs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the conunon way. 
And have the common comfort to be pity'd. 
And not be ruin'd in the mafk of blifs. 
And fo be envy'd, and be wretched too I 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty ; 
Thofe eyes, that tell us what the fun is made of; 
Thoie lips, whole touch is to be bought with life ; 
Thofe hills of driven fnow, which feen are felt ; 
All thefe pofleft are nought but ai they are 
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The prcM^y the fabftance of an inward paffion^ 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 

LlONORA. 

Alas ! my lord> we are too delicate ; 

And when we grafp the happinefs we wifh'd. 

We call on wit to argue it away : 

A plainer man would not feel half your pains ; 

But fome have too much wifdom to be happy. 

Carlos. 
Had I known this befbre» it had been well: 
I had not then iblicited your ftther 
To add to my diftrefs ; as yon behave» 
Your Other's kindnefs ftalM me to the heart. 
Give me your hand'— Nay* give i^ Leonora : 
You give it not $— nay» yet you give it not— 
I raviih it.— 

Leonora. 
I pray* my lord* no more. 

Carlos. 
Ah ! why fo fad? Yon know each figh does (hake me s 
Sighs there* are tempefts here ^ 
I've heard* bad men would be unbleft in heav'n : 
What is my guilt* that makes me fo with you ' 
Have I not languifli'd proftrate at thy feet f 
Have I not liv'd whole days upon thy fight ? 
Have I not fecn thee where thou haft not been* 
And mad with the idea* dafp'd the wind* 
And doated upon nothing ? 

Lbokora. 

Court me not* 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my faults* 
And celling how ungratefid I have been : 
Alas ! my lord* if talking would prevail* 
I could fuggeil much better arguments* 
Than thofe regards yon threw away on me ; 

Your 
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Yoor valoar, honour, wifdom, prais'd by all: 
Bat bid phyficians talk oar veins to temper. 
And with an argament new-fet a polfe ; 
Then think, my lord, of reafoning into love. 

Carlos. 
Maft I then defpair ? Do not (hake me thas ; 
My tempeft- beaten heart is cold to death : 
Ah 1 turn, and let me warm me in thy beauties. 
Heav'ns I what a proof I gave, but two nights pall. 
Of matchlefs love I To iling me at thy feet, 
I flighted friendihip, and I flew from fame ; 
Nor heard the fummons of the next day's battle: 
But darting headlong to thy arms, I left 
The promis'd fight ; I left Alonzo too. 
To ftand the war, and quell a world alone. [Triui^f^ 

Leonora. 
The vidor comes. My lord, I mufb withdraw. 

Carlos. 
Andmuflyougo? 

Leonora. 
Why fhould you wifli my fiay ? 
Your friend's arrival will bring comfort to you. 
My prefence none ; it pains you and myfelf ; 
For both our fakes, permit me to withdraw. 

[£xi/I*eononu 
Carlos. 
Sure, there's no peril, but in love. O how 
My foes would boail to fee me look fo pale I 
Enter Alonzo. 

Carlos. 
jilonzo f 

Alonzo. 
Carlos /—-I am whole agab : 
Clafpt in thy arms, it makes my heart catirc. 

a Cari»os. 
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Carlos. 
Whom dare I thus embrace ? The conqaeror of Jfrick f 

Alonzo. 
Yes, much more ; Don Carlos^ friend. 
The conqueft of the world would coft me dear. 
Should it beget one thought of diflance in thee : 
I rife in virtues to come nearer thee : 
I conquer with Don Carlos in my eye ; 
And thus I claim my viftory's reward. [Emifracing bim. 

Cahlos. 
A vidory indeed 1 Your godlike arm 
Has made one fpot the grave of Africa^ 
Such numbers fell ; and the furvivors fled 
As frighted pail^ngers from off the ftrand. 
When the tempeftuous fea comes roaring on them^ 

Alonzo. 
*Twas Carlos conquered ; twas his cruel chains 
Inflam'd me to a rage unknown before. 
And threw my former adions far behind. 

Carlos. 
I love fair Leonora : How I love her ! 
Yet ftill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another heart, another foul, for thee : 
Thy friendlhip warms, it raifes, it tranfports 
Like mufic; pure the joy without alky; 
Whofe very rapture is tranquillity : 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous blifs, 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal pleafures ; 
But mingles pangs and madnefs in the bowl. 
Enter Zanga. 

Zanoa. 
Manuel, my lord, returning from the port. 
On bufinefs, both of moment and of hade. 
Humbly begs leave to fpeak in private with you. 

Carlos. 
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Carlos. 
In private !— Ht— -</^«««, I'll retarn ; 
No bufinefs can detain me long from thee. [Exit Car. 

Zanga. 
My lord Jlonxe; I pbcy'd your orders. 

Alonzo. 
Will the fair Leonora pafs this way ? 

Zanga. 
She will, my lord ; and foon. 

AtONZO. 

Come near me« Zania\ 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was fuch a day of triumph known ! 
There's not a wounded captive in my train* 
That flqwly follow'd my proud chariot wheels* 
With half a life, and beggary^ and chains. 
But Is a god to me : I am moft wretched. 
In his captivity, thou know'ft, Don Carlos, 
My friend> (and never was a friend more dear) 
Deputed me his advocate in love> 
To talk to Leomra^^ heart, and make 
A tender party in her thoughts, for him. 
What did I do ? I lov'd myfelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might leifen my offence 
(Tf fuch offence admits of being leiTen'd) ; 
I thought him dead ; for (by what fate I know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 

Zanga. [AJ^,"] 

Thanks to Zanga, 
Who thence contriv'd that evil which has happen'd. 

Alonzo. 
Yes, curs'd of heav'n ! I lov'd myfelf; and now. 
In a late aftion refcu'd from the Moors, 
I have brought home my rival in my friend. 

Zanga. 
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Zanga. 

We hear, my lord, that in that adion too» 
Your interpoiing arm preferv'd his life 

Alonzo. 
Jt did— with more than the expence of mine ; 
For/O ! this day is mentioned for their nuptials. 
But fee, ihe comes^l'll take my leave, and die. 

Zanga. [J/i^e.] 
Hadft thou a thoufand lives, thy death would pleafe me. 
Unhappy fate ! My country overcome ; 
My fix years hope of vengeance qiiite expir'd ! 
Would nature were— I will not fall alone ; 
But others' groans ihall tell the world my death. 

Enter Leonora. 

Alonzo. 
When nature ends with anguiih like to this. 
Sinners fhall take their laft leave of the fun. 
And bid the light adieu. 

Leonora. 

The mighty conqueror 
Difmay'd \ I thought you gave the foe your forrows. 

Alonzo. 
O cruel infult ! are thofe tears your fport. 
Which nothing but a love for you could draw ? 
Jjrick I queird, in hope by that to purchafe 
Your leave to iigh unfcom'd ; but 1 complain not ; 
'Twas but a world ; and you are— Z^o/rora. 

Leonora. 
That paffion, which you boaft of, is your guilt ; 
A treafon to your friend. You think mean of me> 
To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 

Alonzo. 
You, Madam, ought to thank thofe crimes you blame ; 
*Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 

2 Without 
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Withoat the cenfure both of earth and heav*n— * 
I fondly thought a laft look might be kind, 
Farewel for ever.— This fevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it fweet to die. 

Leonora. [JJule.'] 
Farewell for ever !— Sweet to die !— O heav'n ! 
Jlon%o, ftay ; you mufl not thus efcape me ; 
But hear your guilt at large. 

Alonzo. 

O Leomrai 
What could I do ? In duty to my friend« 
I faw you ; and to fee is to admire : 
For CarUs did I plead, and moft iincerely ; 
Witnefs the thoufand agonies it coft me : 
You know I did ; I fought but your eileem ; 
If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty : 
I often figh'd ; nay wept ; but could not help it ; 
And fure it is no crime to be in pain ! 
But grant my crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd* 
What would you more ? Am I not moH undone ? 
This ufage is like (lamping on the murder'd. 
When life is fled ; moft barbarous and unjuft. 

Leonora. [Going.l , 

If from your guilt none fuffer'd but yourfelf^ 
It might be fo- ■ Farewel. 

Alon;so. 

Who fufFers with me ? 

Leonora. 
Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 

Alonzo. 
Alas I what is there I can fear to know. 
Since I already know your hate ? Your adUons 
Have long iince told me that. 

Leonora. 
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Leonora. 

They flatter'd you. 
Alonzo. 
How? Flatter^ me I 

Leonora* 

O fearch in fate no farther ! 
I hate thee, O Al§nzo ! How I hate thee ! 

Alonzo. 
Indeed ! and do you weep for hatred too ? 

what a doubtful torment heaves my heart ! ■■■ ■■■ 

1 hope it moft«~and yet I dread it more* 

Should it be fo ; fhould her tears flow from thence ; 
How would my foul blaze up in extafy ! 
Ah, no ! How link into the depth of horrort ! 

Leonora. 
Why would you force my ftay ? 
Alonzo. 

What mean thefe tears } 
Leonora. 
I weep by chance ; nor have my tears a meaning——* 
But, O ! when I firft faw Jknxe!*s tears, 
I knew their meaning well. 

[Alonzo /alls faficnatefy oh bis knees, and takes her. hatuU 
Alonzo. 
Heavens, what b this ? That excellence for which 
Defire was planted in the heart of man; 
Virtue's fupreme reward on this fide heav'n ; 
The cordial of my foul ! and this deftroys me— »i 
Indeed I flattered me that thou didft hate. 

Leonora. 
Ahmxoi pardon me the injury 
Of loving you : I ftruggled with my paffion. 
And ftruggled long ; let that be fome excufe. 
Vol. IJ. C Alonso* 
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Alonzo. 
Unkind ! You know I think your love a bleiilng 
Beyond all human bleflings ; 'tis the price 
Of fighs and groans, and a whole year of dying : 
But O the curfe of curfes I O my friend I 

Leonora. 
Alas! 

Alonzo. 
What fays my love ?—— Speak, Leonora. 

Leonora. 
Was it for you, my lord, to be fo quick. 
In finding out objections to our love ? 
Think you fo ftrong my love, or weak my virtue. 
It was unfafe to leave that part to me ? 

Alonzo. 
Is not the day then fix'd for your efpoufals ? 

Leonora. 
Indeed, my father once had thought that way ; 
But marking how the marriage pain'd my heart. 
Long he flood doubtful ; but at lafl refolv'd 
Your counfel, which determined him in all. 
Should finiih the debate. 

Alonzo. 

O agony ! 
MuA I not only lofe her, but be made 
Myfelf the inflrument ? Not only die. 
But plunge the dagger in my heart myfelf I 
This h refining on calamity. 

Leonora. 
What ! do you tremble left you fhould be mine ? 
For what elfe can you tremble ? Not for that 
My father places in your power to alter. 

Alonzo. 
What's in my power ?— O yes, to flab my friend 1 

2 liEONORA. 
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Leonora. 
To ftab your friend were barbarous indeed I /" 

Spare him-— and murder me— I own» Jlonxos / 
You may well wonder at fuch words as thefe ; 
I ftart at them myfelf ; they fright my nature : 
Great is my fault ; but blame not me alone : 
Give him a little blamej^ who took fuch paiot 
To make me guilty. 

Alonzo. 
Torment ! 
\After a pauje^ Leonora ^aks» 
Leonora. 

O my fhame ! 
I fue> and fue in vain ; it is moft jull : 
When women fue, they fue to be deny'd. 
You hate me, you defpife me : You do well : 
For what I've done, I hate and fcorn myielf* 
O night fall on me ! I ihall blufh to death. 

Alonzo. 
Firft perilh all. 

Leonora. 
Say ; what have you refblv'd ? 
My father comes ; what anfwer will you give him ? 

Alonzo. 
What anfwer ? Let me look upon that face. 
And read it there— Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be borne ! A fecond look undoes me. 
Leonora. 
- And why undo you ? Is it then, my lord. 
So terrible to yield to your own wiihes, 
Becaufe they happen to concur with mine ? 
Cruel ! to take fuch pains to win a heart. 
Which you was confcious you muft break with parting. 

C 2 Alonzo. 
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Alon20. [Runs and embraces herJ\ 
No» Leonora ; I am thine for ever. 

In fpite of Cor&i Ha! Who's that ? My friend! 

[Starts wide from her, 
Alas ! I fee him pale ; I hear his groans : 
He foams, he tears hb hair, he raves, he bleeds ; 
(I know him by myielf) he dies diftraded. 

Leonora. 
How dreadful to be cut from what we love I 

Alonzo. 
Ah ! (peak no more. 

Oh! 

Is it poffible f 



Leonora. 

And ty'd to what we hate I 
Alonzo, 

Leoi^ora. 



Alonzo. 
Death ! 

Leonora. 

Can yoa ? 

Alonzo. 

Oh 

Yes, take a limb ; but let my virtue Tcape. 

Alas ! my (bul, this moment I die for thee. [Breaks eewaj^ 

Leonora. 
And are you perjured then for virtue's fake ? 
How often have you fwom ! But go for ever.— [Swif«^. 

Alonzo. 
Heart of my heart, and eflence of my joy ! 
Where art thou ?— O, I'm thine, and thine for ever ! 
The groans of friendfliip fhall be heard no more; 
For whatfoever crimes I can commit, 
i've feh the ^ains already. 

Leonora. 
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Leonora. 

Hold, JIonz9; 
kAnd hear a m^d, whom doubly thoa haft conquer'd: 

I love thy virtue, as I love thy perfon ; 

And I adore thee for the pain it gave ine: 

But as I felt the pain. Til reap the fruit ; 

I'll fhine out in my turn, and (hew the world 

Thy great example was not loft upon me. 

Be it enough, that I have once been guilty ; 

In fight of fuch a pattern, to perfift, 

111 fttits a perfon honoured widi your love* 

My other titles to that blifs are weak : 

I muft deferve it by refuftng it : 

Thus then I tear, thee from my hopes for evej. 

Shall I contribute to Jlotizp^i crimes ? 

No, though the life-blood gulhes from my hear^ 

You fttall not be afham'd of Leonora, 

Or, that late time may put our names together. 

Nay, never ihrink ; take back the bright example 

You lately lent : O take it while you may; 

While I can give it you, and be immortaL [E»ii» 

Alonzo. 
She's gone, and I fhall fee that face no more; 
But pine in abfence, and tiH death adore. 
M^en with cold dew my fainting brow is hung. 
And my eyts darken, from my fault'ring tongue 
Her name will tremble in a feeble moan. 
And liOve, ^th F&te, divide my dying groan. 



C 3 ACT 
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A C T 11. 

SCENE I. 

Enter Manuel and Zanga. 

Zanga. 

IF this be true, I cannot blame your pain . 
For wretched Carlos : tis but human in you. 
But when arriv'd your difmal news ? 
Manuel. 

This hour. 
Zanga. 
What, not a vcffcl fav'd ? 

Manuel. 

All, all, the ftorm 
Devoured ; and now, o'er his late envy'd fortune^ 
The dolphins bound, and wat'ry mountains roar. 
Triumphant in his ruin. 

Zanga. 
Is MvareK 
Determin'd to deny his daughter to him ? 
That treafure was on fhore ; muft that too join 
The comcion wreck ? 

Manuel. 

AUvarex, pleads indeed. 
That Leonora^s heart is difinclin'd. 
And pleads that only ; fo it was this morning. 
When he concurr'd : The tempeH broke the match. 

And 
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And funk his favour, when it Tank the gold : 
The lov« of gdd is double in his heart ; 
The vice of age» and of Ji<uartK too. 

Zamoa. 
How. does Don Carlos bear it ? 

Manuel. 

Like a mai^ 
Whofe heart feels moil a human heart can £etl. 
And reaibns beft a human head can reafon. 

Zanga. 
But is he then in abfolnte defpair ? 
Manuel. 
Never to fee his Leonora more : 
Andy quite to quench all future hope, Alvttrex^ 
Urges Jlonxo to efpoufe his daughter 
This very day; for he has learnt their bves. 

Zanga. 
Ha I was not that received with ecftafy 
By Don Alonzo f 

Manuel. 
Yes, at firft ; but foon 
A damp came o'er him ; it would kill his friend. 

Zanga. 
Not if his friend confented ; and fince now 
He can't himfelf efpoufe her— — 
Manuel. 

Yettoaikit 
Has fomething (hocking to a generous mind ; 
At leaft Alonxo\ fpirit ftartles at it. 
Wide is the diftance between our defpair. 
And giving up a miftrefs to another. 
But I muft leave you. Qarks wants fupport 
In his fevere afiUdtion. \Exit Manuel 

C 4 ^ Zanca. 
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Zanga. 

Ha ! it dawns 
It rifes to me like a new-fbnnd world 
To mariners long time diftrefs^d at fea. 
Sore from a ilorm, and all their viands fpent ; 
Or like the fun juft rifing out of chaos, 
Some dregs of atitient night not quite purg'd off: 
But I ihaU finiih it— Ho ! I/abeUa t 

[Enter IfabeOa. 
I thought of dying ; better things come forward ; 
Fengeancf is Hill alive ; from her dark covert, 
Wi^ all her fnakes ered upon 'her creft. 
She ftalks in view« and fires me with her charms. 
When, I/abel, arriv'd Don Carlos here ? 

Isabella. 
Two nights ago. 

Zanga. 
That was the very night 
Sefore the battle— Memory, fet down that ; 
It has the efience of a cropodile. 
Though yet but in the fhell— 1*11 give it birth— 
What time did he return ? 

Isabella. 

At midnight. 
Zanga. 

So 

Say> did he fee, that night, his Leonora ? 

Isabella. 
No, my good lord. 

Zanga. 

No matter— Tell me, woman. 
Is not Alonxo rather brave than cautious ; 
Honeft than fubtle ; above fraud himfelf ; 
SIqw therefore to fufpefi it in another ? 

Isabella. 
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Isabella. 
Vou beft can judge ; but fo the world thinks of him. 
Zanga. 

Why that is well Go fetch my ublcts hither. 

[Exit Ifabella. 
Two nights ago, my father's facred ihade 
Thrice ftalk'd around my bed, and fmil'd upon mc^ 
He fmil'd, a joy then little underftood 
It muft be fo— and if fo, it is vengeance 
Worth waking of the dead for. 

[Re-enter Ifabella imtJ^ the tablets* Zanga morites^ 
then reads as to bimfelf. 

Thus it Hands— 
' The father's fixt — ^Don Carhs cannot wed— 
Alom^ may— but that will hurt his friend 
Nor can he afk his leave— -If he did. 

He might not gain it It is hard to give 

Our own confent to ills, tho' we muft bear them.— 

Were it not then a mafter-piece, worth all 

The wifdom I can boail, firft to perfuade 

Alonzo to requeft it of his friend. 

His friend to grant— then,' from that very grant. 

The ftrongeft proof of friendfhip man can give, 

(And other motives) to work out a caufe 

Of jealoufy, to rack A!on%o*s peace ? 

I have tum'd o'er the catalogue of woes. 

Which fling the heart of man, and find none equal : 

It is the Hydra of calamities ; 

The feven-fold death : The jealous are the damn'd. 

O jealoufy, each other paffion's calm 

To thee, thou conflagration of the foul ! 

Thou king of torments ! thou grand counterpoize 

For all the tranfports beauty can infpire ! 

Isabella. 
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Isabella. 
Alonza comes this way. 

Zanga. 

Moft opportunely. 
Wididraw.— -Ye fubtle Damons, which refide [Exit Ifiu 

In courts, and do your work "with bows and fmiles. 
That little cngin'ry, more mifchievous 
Than fleets and armies, and the cannon's murder. 
Teach me to look a lye ; give me your maze 
Of gloomy thought, and intricate deiign. 
To catch the man I hate« and then devour. 

[Enter Alonza 
My lord, I give you joy* 

AtONZO* 

Of what, good Zanga f 
Zanga. 

Is not the lovely Leonora yours ? 

Alonzo. 
What will become of Carlos ? 

Zanga. 

He's your friend ; 
And fince he can't efpoufe the fair himielf. 
Will take fome comfort from Jlonzo^s fortune. 

Alonzo. 
Alas ! thou little know'ft ijie force of love ; 
Love reigns a fultan with unrivall'd fway, 
Pats all relations, friendfhip's felf, to death. 
If once he's jealous of it. I love Carlos ; 
Yet well I know what pangs I felt this morning 
At his intended nuptials : For myfelf 
I then felt psdns, which now for him I feeL 

Zanga. 
You will not wed her then ? 

Alonzo. 
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Alonzo* 

Not inftantly : 
Infult his broken heart the very moment ! 

Zanga. 
I underftand you ; But you'll wed hereafter. 
When your friend's gone, and his firii pain alTuag'd ? 

Alonzo. 
Am I to blame for that ? 

Zanga. 

My lord, I love 
Your very errors ; they are born from virtue : 
Your friendfhip (and what nobler pafilon claims 
The heart ?) does lead your blindnefs to your ruin. 
Coniider, wherefore did Ahvarex break 
Don Carlos^ match, and wherefore urge jilonzo*^ ? 
'Twas the fame caufe ; the love of wealth : To-morrow 
May fee Alonzo in Don Carlos^ fortune ; 
A higher bidder is a better friend ; 
And there are princes figh for Leonora. 
When your friend's gone, you'll wed; why then the caufe. 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceafe. 
Carlos has loft her; (hould you lofe her too. 
Why then you heap new, torments on your friend. 
By that refpedl which labour'd to relieve him.— — 
'Tis well ; he is difturb'd ; it makes him paufe. [Afide. 

Alonzo. 
Think'ft thou, my Zanga^ fliould I aik Don Carlosy 
His goodnefs will confent that I ihould wed her i 

Zanga. 
I know it would. 

Alonzo. 
But then the cruelty 
To afk it ; and for fo^ to afk it of him ! 

Zanga.' 
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Zanga. 

Methinks, you are feverc upon your friend : 
Who was it gave him liberty and life ? 

Alonzo. 
That is the very reafon which forbids it : 
Were I a ftranger, I could freely fpeak : 
In me> it fo refembles a demand. 
Exacting of a debt, it fhocks my nature* 

Zanga. 
My lor4» you know the fad alternative. 
Is Leonora worth one pang or npt ? 
It hurts not me, my lord, but as I love you; 
Warmly as you, I wifti Don Carlos well ; 
But I am likewife Don Jlonzo^s friend : 
There all the difference lies between us two : 
In me, my lord, you hear another felf. 
And, give me leave to add, a better too. 
Cleared from thofe errors, which, tho* caus'd by virtue* 
Are fuch as may hereafter give you pain.' ■ ■ ■ 
Don Lepex of CafiiU'vfOvXdi not demur thus. 

Alonzo. 
Periih the name 1 What ! facrifice the fair 
To age and illnefs, becaufe fet in gold ? 
I'll to Don Carles, if my heart will let mc : 
I have not feen him iince his fore afflidion ; 
But (hunn'd it, as too terrible to bear : 
How ijiall I bear it now ? I'm ftruck already. [Exit At. 

Zanga. 
Half my work is done. I mull fecure 
Don Cariosy ere Jlonxo fpeak s with him. 

[He gives a mejjage to afervant, then returns. 
Proud, hated Sptun ! oft drench*d in Moorijh blood ; 
Dofl thou not feel a deadly foe within thee ? 

2 Shake 
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Shake not thy tow'rs where-e'er I pafs aloDg» 

ConTcious of ruin, and their great deilroyer f 

Shake to the centre, \£ Alonxo*s dear. 

Look down^ O holy prophet I fee me torture 

This Chriilian dog, this infidel, which darei 

To fmite thy votaries, and fpurn thy law ; 

And yet hopes pleafure from two radiant eyes. 

Which look as they were lighted up for thee I 

Shall he enjoy thy paradife below ? 

Blaft the bold thought, and curfe him with her charms,— 

But fee the melancholy Lover <omes. 

Entir Don Carlos. 

Carlos. 

■^ Hope, thou haft told me lies from day to day. 

For more than twenty years ; vile promifer I 

None here arc happy, but the very fool. 

Or very wife ; and I want fool enough. 

To fmile in vanities, and hug a fhadow ; 

Nor have I wifdom to elaborate 

An artificial happinefs from pains : 

Ev'n joys are pains, becaufe they cannot laft. [Sighs. 

Yet much is talk'd of blifs ; it is the art 

Of fuch as have the world in their pofleflion. 

To give it a good name, that fools may envy ; 

For envy to fmall minds is flattery. 

How many lift the head, look gay, and fmile, 

Againft their confciences ! And this we know ; 

Yet, knowing, difbelieve ; and try again 

What we have try'd, and ftruggle with convidion : 

Each new experience gives the former credit. 

And reverend grey Threefcore is but a voucher. 

That Thirty told us true. 
-^ Zanca. 
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Zanca. 

My noble lord, 
I moam your &te : Bat are no hopes farviving f 

Carlos. 
No hopes. JhuariK has a heart of fteel : 
'Tis fixt ; 'tis paft ; 'tis ahfolute defpair. 

Zanga. 
You wanted not to have your heart made tender 
By your own pains> to feel a friend's diibrefs. 

Carlos. 
I nnderftand you well. Jlmxo loves ; 
I pity him. 

Zanga. 
I dare be (worn you do : 
Yet he has other thoughts. 

Carlos. 

What canfl thou mean ? 

Zanga. 
Indeed he has ; and fears to afk a favour, 
A ftranger from a ftranger might requeft ; 
What coils you Nothing, yet is All to him : 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add. 
For nothing more than wifhing your friend well. 

Carlos. 
I pray be plain : His happinefs is mine. 

Zanga. 
He loves to death ; but fo reveres his friend. 
He can't perfuade his heart to wed the maid. 
Without your leave, and that he fears to afc 
In perfeft tendemefs : I urg'd him to it. 
Knowing the deadly itcknefs of his heart. 
Your overflowing goodnefs to your friend. 
Your wifdom, and defpair yourfclf to wed herj 

I wrung 
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I wrang a promife from him he wbuld try; 
And now I come a mataal friend to both. 
Without his privacy, to let you know it. 
And to prepare yoa kindly to receive hinu 

Carlos. 
Ha 1 if he weds, I am undone indeed : • 

Not Don Jhoare^ felf can then relieve me. 

Zanga. 
Alas ! my lord, you knvw his heart isfittl: 
^Tisjixt! Uispafil ^tis abfohae dejpair, 

Carlos. 
O cruel heav'n ! and is it not enough 
That I muft never, never fee her more ? 
Say, is it not enough that I muH die ; 
Bat muft I be tormented in the grave ? 
Afk my confent !— Muft I then give her to him ? 
Lead to his nuptial fheets the blufhing maid ? 
O! Leonora! never, never, never I 

Zanga. [AJuU,'] 
A fbnn of plagues upon him ! He ref ufes. 

Carlos. 
What ! wed her ?— and to-day ? 

Zanga. 

To-day, or never : 
To-morrow may fome wealthier lovei* bring. 
And then Akuzo is thrown out like you ; 
Then whom ihall he condemn for his misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 

Carlos. 
O torment ! whither (hall I turn 7 

Zanga. 

To peace. 

Car Lbs. 
Which is the way } 

Zanga. 
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Zanga. 

His happine/s is yours / 
I dare not difbelieve yon. 

Cahlos. 

Kill my friend ! 
Or worfe ! Alas ! and can there be a wotfe ?— — ■ 
A worfe there is ! nor can my nature bear it. 

Zanga. 
Yon have convinced me, 'tis a dreadful tafk. 
I find, Alonzo*s quitting her this morning. 
For Carlos* fake, in tendernefs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe it lefs fevere 
Than 1 perceive ic is.— 

Carlos. 

Thou doll apbrud me. 

Zanga. 
No, my good lord; but iince you can't comply* 
'Tis my misfortune that I mentioned it ; 
For had I not, Jknsco would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now ; but not by yonr decree. 

Carlos. 
By my decree ! Do I decree his death I 
1 do— —Shall I then lead her to his arms ? 
O ! which fide fhall I take ? be ftabb'd ? or—ftab? 
iris equal death, a choice of agonies.*—— 
Ah, no ! all other agonies are eafe ^ 

To on&— O Leonora /—Never, never ! 
Go, Zanga^ go ; defer the dreadful trial, 
Tho' but a day ; fomething perchance may happen 
To foften all to friendihip, and to love : 
Go ; flop my friend ; let me not fee him now ; 
But fave us from an interview of death. ^ 

Zanga. 
My lord, Tm bound in duty to obey you.— — 

If 
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If I not bring him^ may. Alonzo profper ! [^fi^* 

[Exit Zanga. 
Carlos. 

What is this world ?— Thy fchool, O mifcry ! 

Our only leilbn is to learn to fuffer ; 

And he who knows not that, was bom for nothing. 

Tho' deep my pangs, and heavy at my heart. 

My comfort is, each moment takes away 

A grain at lead from the dead load that's on me. 

And gives a nearer profpedl of the grave. 

But put it moft feverely— ftiould I liv e 

Live long^ Alas ! there is no length in time ; 

Not in thy time^ O man ! What's fooricore years ? 

Nay, .what indeed the age of time itfelf^ 

Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 

Away then. To a mind refolv'd and wife. 

There is an impotence in mifery. 

Which makes me fmile, when all its (hafts trt in me. 

Yet Leonor a She can make time long ; 

Its nature alt^r, as ihe alter'd i&ne : 
While in the luftre of her charms I lay. 
Whole fummer funs roU'd unperceiv'd away ; 
I years for days, and days for moments told. 
And was furpriz'd to hear that I grew old ; 
Now £ite does rigidly its dues regain, ^ 

X And ev'ry moment is an age of pain. 

As he is going outt Enter Zanga «»/ Alonzo, Zanga 
Jiops Carlos. 

Zanga. 

Is this Don Carlos f This the boalled friend? 
How can you turn your back upon his fadnefs ? 
Look on him ; and then leave him, if you can. 
Whofe forrows thus deprefs him ? Not his own : 
Vol. U. D - This 
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Tbis moment he cohU wed widiont your leave. 

Carlos. 
I cannot yield, nor can I bear his griefs. 
Jlonzo i [Going to him, and taking bis hand. 

Alonzo/ 
O Carlos ! 

Carlos. 
Pray, forbear. 

Alonzo. 
Art thou undone, and fiiaU AIorxo (mile ? 
Alon%o ! whq perhaps in fome degree 
Contributed to caafe thy dreadful fate \ 
I was deputed guardiaQ of thy love ; 
But, O ! I lov'd myfelf. Pour down, AffiiBions / 
On this devoted head ; make me your mark ; 
And be the world by my example taught. 
How facred it fliould hold the name of friend I 

Carlos; 
You charge yourfelf unjuflJy ; well I know 
The only caufe of my fevefe affliction. 
Al'varezy curs'd Aharez^^So much anguifh« 
Felt for fo fmall a failure, is one merit 
Which faultlefs virtue wants. The crime was mine. 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou oould'ft fail ; 
Though well I knew that dreadful poft of honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah I who could bear 
Thofe eyes unhurt ? The wounds myfelf have felt. 
Which wounds alone fhould caufe me to condemn thee ; 
They plead in thy excufe ; for I too ftrove 
To ihun thofe fires, and found 'twas not in man. 

Alonzo. 
You call in fhades the failures of a friend. 
And foften all ; but think not you deceive me : 
1 know my guilt; and I Implore your pardoiu 

A* 
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As the fole glimpie I can obtain of peace. 

Carlos. 
Pardon for him who, but this mornings threw 
Fair Leonora from his heart, all bath'd 
In ceafelefs tears, and blitfhing with her lore ? 
Who, like a rofe-lraf, wet with morning dew. 
Would have ftuck clofe,. and clang for ever there ? 
But 'twas in thee, through fondnefs to thy friend. 
To fhut thy bofom againft ecftafies ; 
For which, whilft this pulfe beats, it beats to thee; 
Wlule this blood flows, it flows for my Jlonxo ; 
And every wifh is levell'd at thy joy. 

Zanga. \To Alonzo.] 
My lord, my lord, this is your time to fpeak. 

Alonzo. [To Zanga.] 
Becaufe he's kind ? It therefore is the worft; 
For 'tis his kindnefs which I fear to hurt : 
Shall the fame moment fee him fink in woes. 
And me providing for a flood of joys. 
Rich in the plunder of his happjinefs ? 
No ; I may die ; but I can' never fpeak. 

Carlos. [Jfide,] 
Now, now it comes ! they are concerting it ; 
The firft word ftrikes me dead--^ Leonora ! 
And fliall another tafle her fragrant breath > 
Who knows what after-time may bring to pafs > 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her flill. 

Alonzo. \To Zanga.] 
Do I not fee him quite poflefs'd with anguifli. 
Which, like a daemon, writhes him to and fro ; 
And fhall I pour in new ? No, fond defire ; 
No, love ! One pang at parting, and farewel : 
I have no other love but Carlos now. 

Carlos. 
Alas, my friend I why, with fuch eager grafps, 

P % Doll 



1 



36 THE REVENGE. 

Doft prefs my hand« and weep upon my cheek f 

Alonzo. 
If, after death, our forms (as fome believe) 
Shall be tranfparenty naked every thought. 
And friends meet friends, and read each other's hearts, 
ThouMt know, one day, that thou wail held moil dean 
FareweL 

Carlos. 
Jlonsco, ftay— He cannot fpeak— [Holds him. 
Leil it ihould grieve me — Shall I be outdone ? 
And lofe in glory, as I lofe in love ? [Jfide^ 

I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think fo meanly of me, not to fpeak. 
When, well I know, your heart is near to buriling. 
Have you forgot how. you have bound me to you ? 
Your finallefl friendihip's liberty and life. 

Alonzo. 
There, there it is, my friend; it cuts me there. 
How dreadful is it, to a generous mind. 
To aik, when fure it cannot be deny'd I 

Carlos. 
How greatly thought ! In all he tow'rs above me. [JJtde. 
Then you confefs you would aik fomething of me. 

Alonzo. 
No, on my fouL . 

Z A N G A . [To Alonzo. ] 
Then lofe her. 
Carlos. 

Glorious fpirit ! 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 
By heaven, I envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moi^iUuilrious lot. 
Of ilardng at one adion from below. 
And flaming up into confummate greatnefs ? 
Ha ! Angels ilrengthcn me I— It ihall be fo— — 

I can't 
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I can't want ftrength. Great adlions, once conceivM, 
Strengthen like wine and animate the fouU 
And call themfelves to being. [J^de,] My Jionxo / 

Since thy great foul difdains to make requefl. 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 

Alonzo. 
What means my Carlos ? 

Carlos. 
Pray obferve me well : 
Fate and Jharez tore her from my heart ; 
And, plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck'd up life too ; for they were twin'd together: 
Of that no more— What now does reafon bid ? 
I cannot wed— — Farewel my happinefs ; 
But, O my foul ! with care provide for hers : 
In life, how weak ! how helplefs is a woman ! 
Soon hurt, in happinefs itfelf unfafe. 
And often wounded; wliiie (he plucks the rofe ; 
So properly the objedl of afllidion. 
That heav'n isr pleas'd to make diflrefs become her. 
And dreiTes her moft amiably in tears. 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair ; 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muft be mine; 
Shut out the thoufand preffing ills of life 
With thy furrounding arms*-Do this ; and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ft me 
As little things, as eilays of thy goodnefs. 
And rudiments of friendfhip fo divine. 

Alonzo. 
There is a grandeur in thy goodnefs to me. 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador'd : 
But have a care; nor think I can be pleas'd 
With any thing that lays in pains for thee : 
Thou doft diflemble^ and thy heart's in tears. 

D 3 Carlos. 
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Carlos. 
My heart's in health, my fpirits dance their round. 
And at my eye pleafure looks out in fmiles. 

Alonzo. 
And canfl thou» canft thou part with Letmora ? 

Carlos. 
I do not part with her ; I give her thee. 

Alonzo. 

Carlos ! 

Carlos. 
Don't dillrufl me ; I'm fincere ; 
Nor is it more than fimple juilice in me : 
This morn didft thou reiign her for my fake $ 

1 but perform a virtue learnt from thee ; 
Difcharge a debt, and pay her to thy wiihes. 

Alonzo. 
Ah ! how ?— But think not words were ever made 
For fuch occafions : Silence, tears, embraces. 
Are languid eloquence : I'll feek relief 
In abfence from the pun of fo much goodnefs ; 
There thank the blefl above, thy fble fuperiors* 
Adore, and raife my thoughts of them by thee. \ixiu 

Zanga. [AJide.'\ 
Thus far fuccefs has crown'd my boldeft hope : 
My next care is to haften thefe new nuptials ; 
And then my mafter-works begin to play. 
Why that was greatly done, without one figh [7« Carloi* 
To carry fuch a glory to its period. 
Carlos. 
Too foon thou pndfeft me* He's gone ; and now 
I muft unfluice my over-burden'd heart. 
And let it flow ; I would not grieve my friend 
With tears, nor interrupt my great deiign ; 
Great, fure, as ever kuman hreaH durft think of. 

z But 
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Bat now my forrows, long with pain fupprelt. 
Bard their confinement with impetuous (way, 
Orefwell all bounds, and bear e'en life away : 
So, till the day was won, the Gre^ l-enown^^y 
With angoiih wore the arrow in his wound ; 
Then drew the iliaft from out his tortur'd fide. 
Let guih the torrent of his blood, and dy'd. [Exetmt. 
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ACT III. 

S C E N E I. 
Entir Zanga and Isabella. 

Zanga. 

OJ O y, thou welcome ftranger ! twice three ycart 
I have not felt thy vital beam ; but now 
It warms my veins, and plays around my heart ; 
A fiery»inftin£k lifts me from the ground. 
And I could mount— —The fpirits numberlefs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yefterday 
Left their poor bleeding bodies on the field. 
Are all afiembled here, and o'er inform me ■ 

O bridegroom ! great indeed thy prefent blifs ; 
Yet ev'n by me unenvy'd ; for be fure 
It is thy lafl, thy laft fmile, that which now 
Sits on thy cheek ; enjoy it whilft thou may'ft ; 
Anguifh, and groans, and death, befpeak to-morrow. 
UyJ/Mlai^ 

Isabella. 
What commands my Moor? 
Zanga. 
My fair ally ! my lovely miniller ! 
Twas well Aharext by my arts impelled, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the lafl defpair. 
And fo prevent all future moleflation) 
Finifti'd the nuptials foon as he refolv'd them ; 
This condttd ripen'd all for me^ and rain. 

Scarce 
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Scarce had the prieft the holy rite perform'd. 

When I, by facred iafpiration^ forg'd 

That letter, which I trufted to thy hand ; 

That. letter, which, in glowing terms, conveys^ 

From happy Carlos to fair Leonora, 

The moft profound acknowledgment of heart 

For wond'rous tranfports, which he never knew* 

This is a good fubfervient artifice. 

To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 

Isabella. 
I quickly dropt it in the bride's apartment. 
As you commanded. 

Zanga. 

With a lucky hand ; 
^For foon JIomzo found it. I obferv'd him 
From out my fecret Hand : He took it up ; 
But fcarce was it unfolded to his iight. 
When he, as if an arrow pierc*d his eye. 
Started, and, trembling, dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghail awhile my vidim flood, 
Difguis'd a figh or two, and pufFM them from him ; 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again : 
At firft he look'd as if he meant to read it ; 
But, check'd by rifing fears, he crufti'd it thus j 
And thrufl it, like an adder, in his bofom. 

Isabella. 
But if he read it not, it cannot fling him ; 
At leafl not mortally. 

Zanga. 

At firft I thought it fo; 
But farther thought informs me otherwife, 
And turns this difappointment to account. 
He more ihall credit it, becaufe unfeen, 
(If 'tis unfeen) as thou anon may'ft find* 

Isabella* 
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Isabella. 
That would indeed commend my Zanga*3 fkill. 

Zanga. 
This, I/atella, is Don Carlos* pidure; 
Take it, and fo difpofe of it, that, found. 
It may rife up a witnefs of her love. 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet. 
Or elfewhere, as ihaU beft promote our end. 

Isabella. 
I'll weigh it as its confequence requires ; 
Then do my utmoft to deferve your fmilc, [£xit llab* 

Zanga. 
Is that Jlonzo proftrate on the ground ? ■■ 
Now he ftarts up like flame from fleeping embers. 
And wild diftradlion glares from either eye. 
If thus a flight furmife can work his foul. 
How will the fulnefs of the tempeft tear him ! 
Enur Alonzo. 
Alonzo. 
And yet it cannot be— I am deceiv'd— 
I injure her : She wears the face of heav'n* 

Zanga. [JjiJe.] 
He doubts. 

Alonzo. 
I dare not look on this again : 
If the firft glance, which gave fufpicion only. 
Had fuch eiFeft, fo fmote my heart and brain. 
The certainty would dafti me all to pieces. 
Jt cannot— Ha I it muft, it muft be true. [Starts, 

Zanga. [Jfide,] 
Hold there, and we fucceed. He has defcry'd me. 
And (for he thinks I love him) will unfold 
His aching heart, and reft it on my counfel. 
I'll feem to go, to make my flay more fure. 

Alonzo* 
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Alonzo. 
Hold^ Zanga ; turn. 

Zanga. 
My lord. 
Alonzo. 

Shut clofe the door» 
That not a fpirit find an entrance here. 

Zanga, 
My lord's obey'd. 

Alonzo. 
I fee that thou art frighted : 
If thou doll: love me, I fhall fill thy heart 
With fcorpions flings. 

Zanga. 
If I do love, my lord ! 

Alonzo. 
Come near me; let me reft upon thy bofomj 
(What pillow like the bofom of a friend ?) 
For I am lick at hearu 

Zanga. 

Speak, Sir, O fpeak. 
And take me from the rack. 

Alonzo. 

And is there need 
Of words ? Behold a wonder ! See my tears I 

Zanga. 
I feel them too : Heav'n grant my fenfes fail me ! 
I rather would lofe them, than have this real^ 

Alonzo. 
Go, take a round through all things in thy thought* 
And find that one ; for there is only one 
Which could extort my tears ; find that, and tell 
Tbyfclf my mis'ry, and fpare me the pain. 

Zanga. 
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.Zanga. 

Sorrow can think but ill — I am bewilder'd ; 
I know not where I am. 

Alonzo. 

Thinks think no more ; 
It ne'er can enter in an honeft heart. 

I'll tell thee then — I cannot Yet I do. 

By wanting force to give it utterance. 

Zai^ga. 
Speak : eafe your heart ; its throbs will break your bofonu 

Alonzo. 
I am moft happy ; mine is vidlory. 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's (hout, 
'And great men make their fortunes of my fmiles. 

curfe of curfes ! in the lap of bleffing 

. To be moft curft 1. My Leonora's falfe ! 

Zanga. 
Save me, my lord. 

Alonzo. . . 
My Leonora* s falfe. [Gives him the letter. 
Zanga. 
Then heav'n has loft its image here on earth. 

[While Zanga reads the letter ^ he trembles^ andflftws 
the utmoft concern, 
Alonzo. 
Good-natur'd man ! He makes my pains his own. 

1 durft not read it; but I read it now 
In thy concern. 

Zanga. 
Did you not read it then? 
Alonzo. 
Mine eye juft touch'd it, and could bear no more. 

Zanga. \Tears the letter.] 
Thus periih all that gives jflonxo pain, 

Alonzo* 
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Alonzo. 
Why didft thou tear it ? 

Zanga. 
Think of it no more : 
*Twas your millakej and grpundlefe arc your fears, 

Alonzo, 
And didft thou tremble then for my miflake i 
Or give the whole contents ; or by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger, 

Zanga. 
I^ this Alonzoh language to his Zanga f 
Draw forth your fword, and find the fecret here : 
For whofe fake is it, think you, I conceal it ? 
Wherefore this rage ? Becaufe I feek your peace ? 
I have no intereft in fuppreiling it. 
But what good-natur'd tendemefs for you 
Obliges me to have. Not mine the heart 
That will be rent in two ; not mine the fame 
That will be damn'd, though all the world ihould know it, 

Alonzo. 
Then my worfi fears are true^ and life is paft. 

Zanga. 
What has the ralhnefs of my paffion utter'd ? 
I know not what ; but rage is our diftradion. 
And all its words are wind— Yet fure, I think, 
I nothing own'd— But grant I did confefs. 
What is a letter ? Letters may be forg'd.^ 
For heav'n's fwcct fake, my lord> lift up your heart : 
Some foe to your repofe 

Alonzo. 

So heav'n look on me. 
As I can^t find the man I have offended, 

Zanga. 
Indeed ! [^^.}-— Our innocence is not our ihield : 

They 
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They take ofFence, who have not been offended ; 

They feek our ruin too* who fpeak us fair ; 

And death is often ambufli'd in oar fmiles. 

We know not whom we have to fear. 'Tis certain, 

A letter may be forg'd ; and in a point 

Of fuch a dreadful confequence as this. 

One would rely on nought that might be falfe— 

Think ; have you any other caufe to doubt her ?— 

Away ; you can find none : Refume your fpirit, 

.All's well again. 

/lonzo. 
O that it were ! 

Zanca. 

It is; 
For who would credit that> which, credited. 
Makes hell fuperfluous by fuperior pains. 
Without fuch proofs as cannot be withftood I 
Has flie not ever been to virtue train'd ? 
Is not her fame as ipotlefs as the fun. 
Her fex's envy, and the boaft of Spean f 

Alonzo. 
O Zanga ! It is that confounds me mofl. 
That full in oppofition to appearance——^ 

Zanga. 
No more, my lord ; for you condemn yourfelfl 
What is abfurdity, but to believe 
Againft appearance ? — You can't yet, I find. 
Subdue your pafiion to your better fenfe ; 
And, truth to tell, it does not much difpleafe me : 
*Tis fit our indifcretions ftiould be check'd. 
With fome degrees of pain. 

Alonzo. 

What indifcretion? 

Zanga* 
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Zanga. 

Come, you mufl bear to hear your fanlts from me. 
Had you not fent Don Carlos to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul Have* 
Who forg'd the fenfelefs fcroU which gives you pain. 
Had wanted footing for his villainy. 

Alonzo. 
I fent him not. 

Zanga. 

Not fend him !— Ha !— That ibikes me. 
I thought he came on melTage to the king : 
Is there another caufe could juftify 
His fhunning danger, and the promls'd fight ? 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly ; 
So long an abfence, and impatient love— — 

Alonzo. 
In my confufion, that had quite efcap'd me : 
By heav'n, my wounded foul does bleed afreih ; 
*Tis clear as day— -^for Carlos is fo bl-ave. 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger. 
And is enamour'd of the face of death : 
How then could he decline the next day's battle. 
But for the tranfports ? O, it muft be fo- — 
Inhuman, by the lofs of his own honour. 
To buy the ruin of his friend ! 

Zanga. 

You wrong him : 
He knew not of your love. 

Alonzo. 
Ha!— 
Zanga. [JJtde,'[ 

That ftings home. 
Alonzo. 
Indeed he knew not of my treacherous love— — . 

Proofs 
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Proofs rife on proofs, and fHIl the lafl the ftrongef!, 
Th* eternal law of things declares it true. 
Which calls for judgments on diftingaiih'd gnilt. 
And loves to make our crime our punifhment. 
Love is my torture ; Love was firft my crime : 
For fhe was hby my friend's, and he (O horror !) 
Confided all in me. O facred faith ! 
How dearly I abide thy violation I 
Zanga. 
Were then their loves far gone ? 

Alonzo. 

The father's will 
There bore a total fway ; and he, as foon 
As news arriv'd that Carlos* fleet was feen 
From off our coaft, fir'd with the love of gold. 
Determined that the very fun which faw 
Carlos* return, fhould fee his daughter wed. 

Zanga. 
Indeed, my lord ! Then you muft pardon me. 
If I prefume to mitigate the crime : 
Confider, ftrong allurements foften guilt ; 
Long was his abfence, ardent was his love. 
At midnight his return, the next day deilin'd 
For his efpoufals.— — ' Twas a ftrong temptation. 

Alonzo. 
Temptation ! 



One night 



Zanga. 

'Twas but gaining of one night. 
Alonzo. 



Zanga. 

That crime could ne'er return again. 
Alon^o. 
Ag?in ! By heav'n, thou doft infult thy lord. 

2 Temptation! 
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Temptation ! One night gained! O ftings and death ! 
And am I then undoiie ? Alas, Ay Zanga ! 
And doll: thoa own it too ? Deny it (till. 
And refcue me one moment from diftradion. 

Zanga. 
My lord» I hope the beil. 

Alonzo. 

Falfe, foolifh hope. 
And in(blent to me 1 Thou know'ft it falfe ; 
It is as glaring as the noon-tide fun. 
Devil ! this morning, after three years coldnefi^ 
To rulh at once into a pafiion for me ! 
*Twas time to feign ; 'twas time to get another, 
Whefi her firH fool was fated with her beauties. 

Zanga. 
What fays my lord ? "Did Leonora then 
Never before difclofe her paffion for you ? 

Alonzo. 
Never. 

Zanga. 
Throughout the whole three years ? 

Alonzo. 

O never ! never l**- 
, Wh^, Zanga, fhould'il thou drive ? ^Tis all in vdn; 
Though thy foul labours, it can find no reed 
For hope to catch at. Ah ! I'm plunging down 
Ten thoufand thoufand fathoms in defpair. . 

Zanga. 
Hold, Sir; I'll break your fall— Wave ev'ry fear, 
Aild be a man again— Had he enjoy'd her. 
Be moft affur'd, he had refign'd her to you 
With lefs reluctance. 

Alonzo. 

Ha! refign her to me !— — • 
Vol. II. E Rcfiga 
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Refign Her 1 Who refign'd her ? — ^Double death ! 
How ooyld I doubt fo long ? My heart is broke : 
FirH love her to diftra^on ; then refign her 1 

Zanga. 
But was it not with utmoll agony ? 

Alonzo. 
Grant that, he ftill refign'd her ; that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me ? 
Tear out his heart ?— -She was his heart no more*— w* 
Nor was it with reludUnce he refign'd- her. 
By heav'n he a&'d, he courted me, to wed : 
I thought it ftrange ; 'tis now no' longer fo. 

Zanga. 
Was't his requeft ? Are you right fure of that ?— - 
I fear the letter was not all a tale. 

Alonzo. 
A tale ! there's proof equivalent to fight. 

Zanga. 
I fhould difiruil my fight on this occafion. 

Alonzo. 
And fb (hould I ; by heav'n, I thipk I ihould. 
What ! Leonora the divine, by whom 
We guefs'd at angels ? O ! I'm all confufion. 

Zanga. 
You now are too much ruffled to think dearly. 
Since blifs and horror, life and death, hang on it. 
Go to your chamber i there maturely weigh 
Each circumihmce ; confider, above all. 
That it is jealoufy's peculiar nature 
To fwell fmall things to great ; nay, out of nought 
To conjure much ; and then to lofe its reafon 
Amid the hideous phantoms it has form'd. 

Alonzo. 
Had t tea thoafaad lives, I'd give them all 
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To be deceived : I fear *ds doomfday with me t 
And yet fhe fcem'd fo pure, that I thought hcav'n 
Borrowed her form for Virtue's felf to wear. 
To gain her lovers with the fon9^of men. [Exit Alon. 

Enter Isabella. 
Zanga. 
Thus fer it works aufpicioufly. My padent # 

Thrives, underneath my hand, in mifery : ^ 
He's gone to think ; that is, to be diflra6ted« 

Isabella. 
I overheard your conference, and faw yoo. 
To my amazement, tear the letter. 

Zanga. 

Ther^ 
There, I/idella, I outdid myfelf : 
For tearing it, I. not fecure it only 
In its firft force, but fuperadd a new : 
Fdr who can now the charader examine 
To canfe a doubt, much lefs dete£l the fraud ? 
And, after tearing it, as loth to ihew 
The foul contents, if I ihould fwear it now 
A forgery, my lord would difbelieve me ; 
Nay, more would difbelieve, the more I fworc : 
But is the pi6lure happily difpos'd of ? 

Isabella. 
It is. 

Zanga. 

That's well^-Ah ! what is well ? O pang to think ! 
O dire neceflity ! Is this my province ? 
Whither, my foul, ah ! whither, art thou funk 
Beneath thy fphere ? E'er while, far, far above 
Such little arts, diflemblings, falihoods, frauds. 
The trafh of villainy itfelf, which falls 
To cowards, and-poor wretches waiitmg bread t 

£ 2 Does 
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Does this become a foldier ? This become 
Whom armies followM> and a people lov'd ? 
My martial glory withers at the thought : 
But great my end ; and fince there are no other, 
Thefe means are juft ; they fhine with borrow'd light, 
lUaflrious from the purpofe they purfue. 
And greater fure my merit, who, to gain 
A point fublime, can fuch a talk faftain ; 
To wade through ways obfcene, my honour bend. 
And ihock m/ nature to attain my end : 
Late time Ihall wonder ; that my joys will raife ; 
For wonder is involuntary praife. 
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IV. 



SCENE r. 

Enter AhOYUzo an J XKVGk. 
Alonzo. 

OWH AT a pain to think ! when every thought^ 
Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs. 
And reafon knits th' inextricable toil. 
In which herfelf is taken ! I am loft ; 
Poor infed that I am, I am involv'd. 
And bury*d in the web myfelf have wrought ! 
One argument is balanc'd by another. 
And reafon reafon meets in doubtful fight. 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs. 
No more I'll bear this battle of the mind. 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife. 
And, to her trembling heart prefenting death# 
Force all the fecret from her. 

Zanga. 

O forbear ! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 

Alonzo. 
What dofl thou mean ? 

4* Zanga. [Jfide,'\ 

That will difcover all. 
And kill my hopes : What can I think or do ? 

Alonzo. 
What doft thou murmur ? 

E 3 Zanga* 
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Zanga. 

Force the fecret from her I 
What's perjury to fuch a crime as this ? 
Will ihe confefs it then ? O groundlefs hope ! 
But reft aiTur'd, (he'll make this accufation. 
Or falie or true, your ruin with the king ; 
Such is her father's power. 

Alonzo. 

No. more; I care not: 
Rather than groan beneath this load, I'll die. 

Zanga. 
But for what better will you change this load ? 
Grant you fhould know it, would not that be worfe ? 

Alonzo. 
No ; it would cure me of my mortal pangs. 
By hatred and contempt : I ihould defpife her ; 
And all my love-bred agonies would vanilh. 

Zanga. 
Ah! were I fure of that, my lord 

Alonzo. 

What thin t 

Zanga. 
You (hduld not hazard life to gain the fecret. 

Alonzo. 
What doft thou mean ? Thou know'ft I'm on the rack : 
I'll not be play'd with ; fpeak, if thou haft aught. 
Or I this inftant fly td Leonora, 

Zanga. 
That is^, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite fo far gone in guilt to fuffer it ; 
Tho' gone too far, heav'n knows. — 'Tis I am guilty— 
I have took pains, as you I know obferv'd. 
To hinder you from diving in the fecret, ' 
And tum'd afide your thoughts from the detedion. 

z Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 
Thoa doll confound me. 

Zanga. • 

I confound myfelf ; 
And frankly own, though to my fhame I own it. 
Nought but your life in danger could have torn 
The fecret out, and made me own my crime. 

Alonzo. 
Speak quickly ; Zanga, fpeak. 

Zanga. 

Not yet^ dread Sir : 
Firft I muft be afTur'd, that if you find 
The fair one guilty, fcom, as you aifur'd me. 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your foul. 

Alonzo. 
O! 'twill, by heav'n. 

Zanga, 
' Alas t I fear it muph. 

And fcarce can hope (b & ; but I of this 
Exadt y.our folemn oath, that you'll abftain 
From all felf-violence, and fave my lord. 

Alonzo. 
I trebly fwear. 

Zanga. 

You'll bear it like a man ? 
Alonzo. 

A god. 

Zanga. 

Such have you been to me ; thefe tears confefs it ; 
And pour'd forth miracles of kindnefs on me ; 
And what amends is now within my pow'r. 
But to ccmfefs, expofe myfelf to juftice. 
And, as a bleffing, claim my puniihment I 
Know then, Don Carhs'^ 

E.4 Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 

Oh! 
Zan-ga. 

You cannot bear it, 
Alonzo. 
Go on ; I'll have it, though it blail mankind : 
I'll have it all, and inflantly.— — Go on. 
Zanga. 

Don Carles did return at dead of nigh t 

Enter Leonora. 
Leonora. 
My lord Jlonzo, you are abfent from us. 
And quite undo our joy. 

Alonzo. 

I'll come, my Love : 
Be not our friends deferted by us both ; 
I'll follow you this moment. 

Leonora. 

My good lord, 
I do obfervc feverity of thought 
Upon your brow. Aught hear you from the Moors ? 

Alonzo. 
No, my delight. 

Leonora. 
What then employ'd your mind ? 
Alonzo. 
Thou, love, and only thou ; fo heav'n befriend me. 
As other thought can find no entrance here, 

Leonora. 
How good in you, my lord, whom nations' cares 
Solicit, and a world in arms obeys. 
To drop one thought on me ! 

Alonzo. {He Jhen^s the utmofi impatience.'] 

Doft thou then prize it ? 

Leonora. 
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Leonora* 
Do yott then aik it ? 

Alonzo. 
Know then, to thy comfort. 
Thou haft me all ; my throbbing ^eart is full 
With thee alone ; I've thought of nothing elfe ; 
Nor ihall,. I from my foul believe, till death. 
My life, our friends expedt thee. 
Leonora. 

I obey. [Exit Leon, 

Alonzo. 
Is that the face of curs'd hypocrify ? 
If ihe is guilty, liars are made of darknefs. 
And beauty (hall no more belong to heav'n ' ■ 
Don Carlos dU return at dead of night : 
Proceed, good Zanga ; (o thy tale began. 

Zakga.. 
Don Carlos did return at dead of night ; 
That night, by chance (ill chance for me) did I 
Command the watch that guards the palace gat& ; 
He told me he had letters for the king, 
Difpatch'd from you. 

Alonzo. 

The- villain ly*d. 

Zanga. 

My lord, 
I pray forbear— Tranfported at his fight. 
After (o long a bondage, and your friend, 
(Who could fuipedl him of an artifice ?) 
No farther I enquir'd ; but let him pafs, 
Falfe to my truft ; at leaft imprudent in it. 
Our watch relieved, I went into the garden. 
As is my cuftom when the night's ferene. 
And took a moon-light walk ; when foon I heard 

A ruftling 
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A rniUing in an arbonr that wai near me : 
I faw two lovers in each other's arms. 
Embracing and embrac'd : Anon the man 
Arofe; and, falling back Tome paces from her, 
Gaz'd ardently awhile ; then rulh'd at once ; 
And throwing all himfelf into her bofom. 
There foftly figh'd; '* O night of ecflacy ! 
When Ihall we meet again ?"— Don Carlos then 
Led Leonora forth. 

Alonzo. 
O ! O my heart ! \He finks into a chair. • 
Zanga. 
Groan on, and with the found refrefh my foul. 
'Tis through his heart ; his knees fmite one another : 
'Tis thro' his brain ; his eye-balls roll in angoifh. \Afidt. 
My lord, my lord, why will you rack my foul ? 
Speak to me ; let me know that you ftill live. 
Do you not know me. Sir ? Pray look upon me : 
You think too deeply : I'm your own Zanga, 
So lov'd, fo cherifh'd, and fo faithful to you.— 
Where ftart you in fuch fury ? Nay, my lord. 
For heav'n's fake, fheath your fword 1 What can this mean t 
Fool that I was, to truft you with the fecret ; 
And you unkind, to break your word with me. 
O paffion for a woman ! On the ground ? 
Where is your boafted courage ? Where your fcom. 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief. 
And chafe your bve-l>red agonies away ? 
Hife, Sir, for honour's fake. Why fhould the Moors, 
Why ihould the vanquiih'd triumph ? 
Alonzo. , 

Wonld to heaven. 
That I were lower ftill ! O (he was All ! 
My fame, my friendihip, and my love of artns. 

All 
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All ftoopM to her ; my blood was her pofleffion : 

Peep in the fecret foldings of my heart* 

She liv'd with life, and far the dearer (he: 

But— and no more— >fet nature in a blaze; 

Give her a fit of jealoufy — away 

To think on't is the torment of the damn'd ; 

And not to think on't is impoffible. 

){ow fair the cheek* that firft alarm'd my foul ! 

How bright the eye* that fets it on a flame ! 

How foft the breaH* on which I laid my peace 

For years to (lumber* unawak'd by care ! 

How fierce the tranfport ! how fublime the blifs !-«» 

How deep* how black* the horror and defpair ! 

Zanga. 
You faid you'd bear it like a man. 

Alonzo. 

I do. 
Am I not moft diftradled ? 

Zanca. 

Pray be calm. 

Alonzo. 
As hurricanes : Be thou afTur'd of that. 

Zanga. 
Is this the wife 4ion%o f 

Alonzo. 

Villain, no: 
He dy'd in th* arbour; he was murder 'd there : 
I am his daemon* though— > my wife I my wife !■ . jy 

Zanga. 
Alas ! he weeps. 

Alonzo. 
Go, dig her grave. 

Zanga. 

My M I 
• Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 
But that her blood's too hot, I would caroufc it 
Around my bridal-board. 

Zanga. [J^de.] 

And I would pledge thee. 
Alonzo. 
But I may talk too faft. Pray let me think. 
And reafon mildly.— Wedded and undone 
Before one night defcends— O hafly evil ! 
What friend to comfort me in this extreme ! 
Where's Cflr/w ? Why is Carlos abfent from me? 
Does he know what has happen'd ? 
Zanga. 

My good lord ! 
Alonzo. 
O depth of horrors !— He !— my bofom friend ! 

Zanga. 
Alas ! compofe yourfelf, my lord. 
Alonzo. 

To death. 
Gaze on her <with both eyes Jo ardently ! 
Give them the vultures ; tear them all in pieces ! 

Zanga. \^Afide*'\ 
Moft excellent I 

Alonzo. 
Hark ! you can keep a fecret. 
In yonder arbour bound with jeffamin ; 
Who's that ? What villain's that? Unhand her— Murder ! 
Tear them afunder— Murder !— How they grind 
My heart betwixt them !— O let go my heart ! 
Yet let it go \'-^Embracing and embrac^ d ! 
O peftilence !— Who let him in ? A traitor. 

[Gi« to ft ah Zanga: he pre*vents him^ 
Alas ! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me. 

. Zanga. 
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Zanga. 

My lord ! 

Alonzo. 
O villain^ villain^ moft accuril ! 
If thou didH know it» why didft let me wed ? 

Zanga. 
Hear me, my lord ; your anger will abate : 
I knew it not ; 1 faw them in the garden ; 
Bat faw no more than you might well exped 
To fee in lovers deitin'd for each other : 
By heav'n, I thought their meeting innocent. 
Who could fufped fair Leonora's virtue. 
Till after-proofs confpir'd to blacken it ? 
Sad proofs, which came too late ; which broke not out 
(Eternal curfes on JI*varez* hafte !) 
'Till holy rites had made the wanton yours ; 
And then, I own, I laboured to conceal it. 
In duty, and companion to your peace. 

Alonzo, 
Live now ; be daihn'd hereafter ; for I want tkee* 

night of icfiafy! — Ha! was't aot fo? 

1 will enjoy this murder— —Let me think— 
The jefs'min bow'r ; *tis fecret and remote : 
Go, wait me there, and take thy dagger with thee. 

{Exit Zanga. 
How the fweet found ftill iings widiin my ear ! 
When Jhall we meet again ? To-night, in helL 

[As he if going out. Enter Leononu 
Ha I I'm furpriz'd ; I ftagger at her charms* 
O angel-devil ! — Shall I ftab her now ? 
N09 it ihall be as I had firft determined : 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loft. 
Then I muft now difiemble— -*— if I can. 

z LsoiroftA, 
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Leonora. 
My lord, excufe me ; fee, a fecond time 
I ccMne in emba% from all your friends, 
Whofc joys arc languid, uninfpir'd by you. 

Alonzo. 
This moment, Leonora^ I was coming 
To thee, and all ■ But fure, or Imiflake, 
Or thou canH well infpire my friends with joy. 

Leonora. 
Why ^^ my lord ? 

Alonzo. 
I figh'd not, Leonora* 
Leonora. 
I thought you did : Your fighs arc mine, my lord, 
"And I (hall feel them aU. 

Alonzo. 

Doft flatter me ? 
Leonora. 
If my regards for you are flattery. 
Full far indeed I ilretch'd the compliment 
In this day's folemn rite 

Alonzo. 

What rite? 
Leonora. 

You iport me* 
Alonzo. 
Indeed I do ; my heart is full of mirth. 

Leonora. 
And fo is mine— I look on chearfulncfs^ 
As on the health of virtue. 

Alonzo. 

Virtue !■■ ■ Dam n - ■ « " 
Leonora. 
What fays my lord? 

Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 

Thoo art exceeding fair. 
Lbonora. 
Beauty alone is but of little worth ; 
But when the foul and body of a piece. 
Both fhine alike ; then they obtain a price^ 
And are a fit reward for gallant anions, 
Heav'n's pay on earth for fuch great fouls as yours : 
If fiur and innocent, I am your due* 

Alonzo. [JfideJ] 
Innocent i 

LbonOra. 
How !— my lord> I interrupt yon. 
Alonzo. 
No,. my beft life ; I muft not part with thee: 
This hand is mine. O ! what a hand is here 1 
So foft, fouls fink into it> and are loH ! 

Lbonora. 
In tears, my lord? 

Alonzo. 

What lefs can fpeak my joy f 
I gaze, and I frrget my own exiltence; 
*Tis all a vifion ; my head fwims in heaven. 
Wherefore, O I wherefore, this expence of beauty ? 
And wherefore ? O !— — — 
Why, I could gaze upon thy looks for ever. 
And drink in all my being from thine eyes ; 
And I could fnatch a flaming thunderbolt. 
And hurl deflrudlion— — 

Leonora. 
How, my lord ! What mean you I 
Acquaint me with the fecret of your heart, 
Qx ^afl me out for ever from your lovet 

Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 
Art thou concern'd for me ? 

Leonora. 

My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fbndnefs of your nuptial hour ? 
J am ill-us'd, my lord ; I muft not bear it. 
Why, when I woo your hand, is it deny'd me f 
Your very eyes, why are they taught to ihun me ? 
Nay, my good lord, I have a title here ; [Ta^wg bu hand. 
And I will have it. Am I not your wife ? 
Have I not juft authority to know 
That heart, which I have purchas'd with my own I 
Lay it before.me then ; it is my due. 
Unkind Jlonzo, though I might demand it. 
Behold, I kne^ ! See, Leonora kneels. 
And deigns to be a beggar for her own ! 
Tell me the fecret : I conjure you teD me. ^ 
The bride foregoes the homage of her day ; 
Alvarex* daughter trembles in the dull : 
Speak then ; I charge you fpeak, or I expire. 
And Ipad you with my death. My lord— my lord I 

Alonzo. ^ 

Ha I ha ! ha ! . \He breaks from her^ and Jhe Jrnks upon 
tbe floor,^ 
Leonora. 
Are thefe the joys which fondly I conceiv'd ? 
And is it thus a wedded life begins ? 
What did I part with, when I gave my heart ? 
I knew not that all happinefs went with it. 
Why did I leave my tender father's wing. 
And venture into love ? That maid that loves. 
Goes out to fea upon a fhatter'4 plank. 
And puts her truft in miracles for fafety. 
Where fhall I figh ? Where poor out my complaint I 

He 
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He that fliould hear, ihould faccour, (hoald redrefs. 
He is the foorce of all. 

Alqnzo. 

Go to thy chamber ; 
I foon will follow : That which now difhirbs thee. 
Shall be cleared up, and thou ihalt not condenm me* 

[Exit Leonora. 
O, how like innocence j(he looks ! What, flab her. 
And rufh into her blood ?-— I never can ; 
In her, guilt fhines, and nature holds my hand. 
How then ? Why thus— No more ; it is determin'd. 
EttUr Zanga. 
Zanga. [JjSde.] 
I fear his heart has fail'd him. She muft die. 
Can I not rouze the fnake that's in his bofom. 
To fling out human nature, and effed it f 

Alonzo. 
Thb vafl and folid earth, that blazing fun, 
Thofe fkies, thro' which it rolls, mufl all have end.^ 
What then is man ? The fmallefl part of nothbg. 
Day buries day ; month, month ; and year the year : 
Our life is but a chain of many deaths. 
Can then death's felf be fear'd ? Our life much rather^ 
Life is the defart, life the folitude ; 
Death joins us to the great majority : 
Tis to be bom to Plato's and to Cof/ar; 
*Ti8 to be great for ever ; ^ 

'Tis pleafnre, 'tis ambidon, then, to ^ie. 

Zanga. 
I think, my lord, yon talk'd of death. 

Alonzo. 

I did. 
Zanca. 
I give you joy ; then Ltonora^s dead. 
Vol. U. F Alonzo. 
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Alonzo. 
No, Zanga, no ; the greateft guilt is mine : 
'Tis mine, who might have mark'd his midnight vifit ; 
Who might have mark'd lus tamenefs to reiign her ; 
Who might have mark'd her fudden torn of love : 
Thefe, and a thoufand tokens more ; and yet 
{For which the faints abfolve my foul !) did wed. 

Zanga. 
Where does this tend ? 

Alonzo. 

To ihed a woman's blood 
Would ftain my fword, and make my wars inglorious j 
But juft refentment to myfelf, bears in it 
A ftamp of grcatnefe above vulgar minds: 
He who, fuperior to die checks of nature. 
Dares make his life the vi^m of his reaibn. 
Does in fome fort that reafon deify. 
And take a flight at heav'n. 

Zanga. 

Alas ! my lord» 
'Tis not your reafon, but her beauty, £nds 
Thofe arguments, and throws you on your fword s 
You cannot dofe an eye that is fo bright ; 
You cannot ftrike a breaft that is fo fofc ; 
That has ten thoufand ecftacies in ftore— 
For Carlos ? — No, my lord ; I mean jfbr you. 

Alonzo. 

! thro' my heart and marrow ! Pr'y thee fpare me ; 
Nor more upbraid the weaknefe of thy lord : 

1 own, I try'd, I quarrelPd, with my heart. 
And pufti'd it on, and bid it give her death ; 
fiut, O ! her eyes ftruck firft, and murder'd me. 

Zanga. 
I know not what to anfiver to my lord. 

Mea 
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Men are but men; we did not make ouHelves : 
Farewel tken^ my beft lord^ fince you muft die. 
O that I were to fhare your monument. 
And in eternal darknefs clofe thefe eyes 
Againft thofe fcenes which I am doom'd to fufFer ! 

Alonzo. 
What dofl thou mean ? 

Zanga. 

And is it then unknown ? 
O grief of hearty to think that you fhould aik it ! 
Sure you diftruA that ardent love I bear you, 
Elfe could you doubt when you are laid in dull-— 
But it will cut my poor heart through and through 
To fee thofe revel on your iacred tomb. 
Who brought you thither by their lawlefs loves : 
For there they'll revel, and exult to find 
Him ileep fo fall, who elfe would mar their joys. 

Alonzo. 
Diilra£tion ! — But Don Carlos, well thou know'il. 
Is iheath'd in Hee], and bent on other thoughts. 

Zanga. 
I'll work him to the murder of his friend.-— [J/!de. 

Yes, till the fever of his blood returns. 
While her laft kifs ftill glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alonx» is no more. 
How will he ruih, like lightnmg, to her arms ! 
There figh, there languifh, there pour out his foul ; 
But not in grief— f^ obfequies to thee— 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor fee, nor hear. 
The burning kifs, the figh of ecftafy. 
Their throbbing hearts that joftle one another : 
Thank heav'n, thefe torments will be all my own. 

Alonzo. 
t'U eafe thee of that pain : Let Carlos die ; 

F 2 0*er- 
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Overtake Urn on the road, and fee it done. 

Tis my command. [Givis his JignitJ} 

Zanga. 

I dare not difobey. 

Alonzo. 
My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 

Zanga. 
Ah, Sir, think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos* grave ? You know not womankind : 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modeft zone, with which it firft was ty'd. 
Each man (he meets will be a Carlos to her. 

Alonzo. 
That thought has more of hell than had the former; 
Another, and another, and another ! 
And each (hall call a fmile upon my tomb I 
I am convinced ; I muft not, will not, die, 

Zanga. 
You cannot die ; nor can you murder her. 
What then remains ? In nature no third way. 
But to forget, and fo to love again. ' 

Alonzo. 

Oh! 
Zanga. 

If you forgive, the world will call you Goodi 
If you forget, the world will call you Wi/ei 
If you receive her to your grace again. 
The world will call you 'very, <very kind, 

Alonzo. 
ZangOf I underfbmd thee well. She dies ; 
Tho' my arm tremble at the ftrokc, ihe dies. 

Zanga. 
That's truly great. What think you *twas fet up 
, The Greek and Roman name in fuch a luitre. 

But 
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Bat doing right in ftern defpite to nature. 

Shutting their ears to all her little cries. 

When great, auguft, and godlike juflice calPd ? 

At Julis, one pour'd out a daughter's life. 

And gain'd more glory than by all his wars ; 

Another flew a lifter in juil rage; 

A third, the theme of all fucceeding times. 

Gave to the cruel ax a darling Ton : 

Nay more, for juftice fome devote themfelves. 

As he at Carthage^ an immortal name ! 

Yet there is one ftep left above 'em all. 

Above their hiftory, above their fable. 

A wife, bride, miftrefs, unenjoy'd — Do That, 

And tread upon the Greek and Roman glory. 
Alonzo. 

'Tis done«— again new tranfports fire my brain ; 

I had forgot it; 'tis my bridal night : 

Friend, give me joy ; we mull be gay together ; 

See that the fefUval be duly honour'd. 
And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd. 
And muiic gives her elevating found. 
And golden carpets fpread the facred floor. 
And a new day the blazing tapers pour. 
Thou, Zanga, then my folemn friends invite. 
From the dark realms of everlafting night ; 
Call vengeance, call the furies, call deipair ; 
And death, our chief invited gueft, be there ; 
He, with pale hand, fliall lead the bride, and fpread 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial-bed. [Exiunt, 
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A C T V. 

SCENE h 

Enter Alonzo. 

Alonzo. 

O PITIFUL ! O terrible to fight ! 
Poor mangled fhade, all cover'd o'er widi woondsj 
And fo difgais'd with blood! Who murdered thee? 
Tell thy fad tale, and thou (halt be reveng'd. 
Ha ! Carlos ^—Horror ! Carlos /*— O, away \ 
Go to thy grave, or let me fink to mine. 
I cannot bear the fight— What fight ? — Where am I ? 
There's nothing here— If this was fancy's work. 

She draws a pidure ftrongly. 

Enter Zanga. 

Zanga. 

Ha !— You're pale. 
Alonzo. 
Is Carks murder'd ? 

Zanga. 

I obeyed your order. 
Six ruffians overtook him on the road ; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he flew ; 
Then funk beneath an hundred wounds to death : 
His M breath bleil Alonzo, and defir'd 
His bones jnight reft near yours. 
Alonzo. 

O Zanga ! Zanga /-« 
But 
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But I'll not think ; for I muft aft ; and thinking 

Would ruin me for aftion. O the medley 

Of right and wrong ! the chaos in my brain ! 

He ihould> and fhonld not die»-You fhould obey, . 

And not obe y — It is a day of darknefs. 

Of contradi^ons, and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then ? Quick anfwer me ; 

I'm deep in horrors ; I'll be deeper Hill.— — 

I find thy artifice did take efieft. 

And fhe ibrgives my late deportment to her. 

Zanga. 
I told her, from your childhood yoa was wont. 
On any great furprize, but chiefly then. 
When caufe of forrow bore it company. 
To have your paflion fhake the feat of reafon ; 
A momentary ill, which foon blew o'er : 
Then did I tell her of Don Carlos^ death; 
(Wifely fuppreffing by what means he fell) 
And laid the blame on that. At firfl fhe doubted ; 
But fuch the honeft artifice I us'd. 
And fuch her ardent wifh it fhould be true. 
That fhe, at length, was fully fatisfy'd. 

Alonzo. 
'Twas well fhe was. In our late interview. 
My paflion fo far threw me from my guard, 
(Methinks 'tis flrange !) that, confcious of her guilt. 
She faw not, thro' its thin difguife, my heart. 

Zan4a. 
But what defign you. Sir ; and how ? 

AlonZo. 

I'll tell thee. 
Thus I've ordain'd it : In the jefs'min bow'r. 
The place which fhe difhonour'd with her guilt. 
There will I meet her : the appointment's made; 

F 4 And 
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And calmly fpread (for I can do it now) 

The blacknefs of her crime before her fight ; 

And then, with all the cool folemnity 

Of public juitice, give her to the grave. [Exifm 

Zanga. 
^^y» get thee gone ! Horror and night go with thee ! 
SiHers of Acheron^ go hand in hand ; 
Go dance around the bow'r, and dofe them in ; 
And tell them, that I fent you to falute them \ 
Prophane the ground ; and for th' ambrofial rofc^ 
And breath of jefs'min, let hemlock blacken. 
And deadly nightlhade poiibn all the air ! 
For the fweet nightingale, may ravens croak. 
Toads pant, and adders ruille thro* the leaves; 
May ferpents winding up the trees, let fall 
Their hiflihg necks upon them from above. 
And mingle kiffes — fuch as I fhould give them ! \Exit. 

SCENE, The Bower. 
Leonora JUeping. Enter Alonzo. 

Alonzo. 
VYe amaranths ! ye rofes, like the mom ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange-groves ! 
Why do you fmile ? Why do you look fo fair ? 
Are you not blafted as I enter in ? 
Yes ; fee how every flow'r lets fall its head I 
How fliudders every leaf without a wind ! 
How every green is as the ivy pale ! 
Did ever midnight ghofts aiferoble here ? 
Have thefe fweet echoes ever learnt to groan ? 
Joy-giving, love-infpiring, holy bow'r ! 
Know, in thy fragrant bofom, thou receiv'ft 
A— murderer : O ! I ihall ftain thy lilies. 
And horror will ufurp the feat of blifs. 

z So 
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So Lucifer broke into Paradifej [fleeps^— — 

And foon damnation follow'd. [He advances.'] Ha ! ihe 

The day's uncommon heat has overcome her : 

Then take, my longing eyes, your laft full gaze. 

O, what a fight is here ! How dreadful fair ! 

Who would not think that Being innocent ? 

Where ihall I ftrike ? Who ftrikes her, ftrikes himfett 

My own life-blood will ifiue at her wound. 

O my difb^ded heart ! — O cruel heav'n ! 

To give fuch charms as thofe, and then call man. 

Mere man, to be your executioner. 

Was it becaufe it was too hard for you ? 

Bat fee, ihe finiles ! I never ihall fmile more ; 

It ibongly tempts me to a parting kifs. 

[Goingt be Jiarts hackm 
Ha ! imile again 1 She dreams of him ihe loves : 
Curfe on her charms \ I'll ibb her thro' them alL 

[As he is going teftrike, fie ^wakeu 

Leonora. 
My lord, your ilay was long ; and yonder lull 
Of falling waters tempted me to reil, 
Diipirited with noon's exceiTive heat. 

Alonzo. 
Ye pow'rs> with what an eye ihe mends the day 1 
While they were clos'd, 1 ihould have giv'n the blow. [Jfide^ 
O for a lail embrace ! and then for juflice : 
Thus heav'n and I ihall both be fatisfy'd. 

Leonora. 
What fays my lord ? 

Alonzo. 

Why This Alonsco fays : 
If love were endlefs, men were gods ; 'tis that 
Does counter-balance travel, danger, pain— — 
'Ti^ heav'n's expedient to make mortals bear 

The 
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The ligbtj and cheat them of the peaceful grave. 

Leonora. 
Alas ! my lord, why talk you of the grave ? 
Your friend is dead ; in friendfhip you fuflain 
A mighty lofa ; repair it with my love. 

Alonzo. 
Thy love ? Thou piece of witchcraft !— I would fay. 
Thou brighteft angel ! I could gaze for ever. 
Where hadft thou this f Enchantrcfs, tell nie where ? 
Which with a touch works miracles, boils up 
My blood to tumults, and turns round my brain ! 
Ev'n now thou fwimm'ft before me : I (hall lofe thee : 
No, I will make thee fnre, and clafp thee all. 
Who turn'd this flender waiil with fo much art. 
And ihut pcrfeftion in fo fmall a ring ? 
Who fpread that pure expanfe of white above* 
On which the dazzled fight can find no reft ; 
But, drunk with beauty, wanders up and down 
For ever, and for ever finds new charms ? 
But, O thofe eyes ! thofe murderers I O whence. 
Whence did'ft thou fteal their burning orbs ? From heaven f 
Thou did'ft ; and 'tis religion to adore them. 

Leonora. 
My bed jflonzo, moderate your thought ; 
Extremes ftill fright me, tho' of love itfelf. 

Alonzo. 
Extremes, indeed ! It hurried me away ; 

But I come home again— and now for juftice 

And now for death— ft is impoffible 

Sure fuch were made by heav'n guiltlefs to fin. 

Or in their guilt to laugh at punifhment. [4/^^' 

I leave her to juft heav'n. [Drops the dagger, and goes off. 

Leonora. 

Ha ! a dagger \ 

What 
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V^at doft thou fay, thoa minifter of death ? 
What dreadful tale doft tell me f Let me think. 

Enter Zanga. 
Zanga. [jifide.l 
jDeath to my tow'ring hope ! O fall from high ! 
My clofe long-laboured fcheme at once is Uafted. 
That dagger found will caufe her to enquire ; 
Enquiry will difcover all; my hopes 
Of vengeance perifh; I myfelf am loft— — - 
Curfe on the coward's heart ! wither his faand^ 
Which held the fteel in vain !— What can be done ? ■ **» 
Where can I fix ?— That's fomething ftill— .'twill breed 
Fell rage and bittemefs betwixt their fouls. 
Which may perchance grow up to greater evil ; 
If not, 'tis all I ca n ■ It ihall be fo 

Leonora. 
O ZoHga / I am finking in my fears ! 
AUmxo dropt this dagger as he left me ; 
And left me in a ftrange difbrder too. 
What can this mean ? Angels preferve his life ! 

Zanga. 
Yours, Madam ; yours. 

Leonora. 

What, Zangay doft thon fay \ 
Zanga. 
Carry you goodnefs then to fuch extremes. 
So blinded to the faults of him you love. 
That you perceive not he is jealous ? 
Leonora. 

Heav'ns ! 
And yet a thoufand things recur that fwear it. 
What villain could infpire him with that thought ? 
Jt is not of the growth of his own nature. 

2 Zanga« 
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Zanoa. 

Some villain ; who, hell knows ; but he is jealous ; 

And 'ds moft fit a heart fo pure as yours 

Do itfelf jufHce, and ailert its honour. 

And make him confcious of his ftab to virtue. 

Leonora. 
Jealous ! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundlefs, weak, and infblent ! 
Why ? wherefore ? On what ihadow of occaiion f 
'Tis fafcination ; 'tis the wrath of heav'n 
For the colleded crimes of all his race. 

how the great man leflens to my thought ! 
How could fo mean a vice as jealoufy. 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Wluch tears and feeds upon its parent's heart. 
Live in a throng of fuch exalted virtues f 

1 fcorn and hate-— yet love him, and adore : 
I cannot, will not, dare not, think it true. 

Till from himfelf I know it. [Exit. 

Zanga. 
This fucceeds 
Juft to my wilh. Now (he with violence 
Upbraids him ; he, not doubting (he is guilty. 
Rages no lefs ; and if on either fide 
The waves run high, there ftill lives hope of ruin. 

[Enttr AlonzOw 
My lord 

Alonzo. 
O Zanga ! hold thy peace ; I am no coward ; 
But heav'n itfelf did hold my hand ; I felt it ; 
By the well-being of my foul, I did : 
I'll think of vengeance at another feafon. 

Zanga. 
My lord, her guilt . 

Alonzo.. 
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Alonko. 

Perdition on thee, M9W9 
For that one word ! Ah ! do not rouze that thought; 
I have o'erwhdm*d it much as poffible : 
Away then ; let us talk of other things : 

• I tell thee. Moor, I love her to diftraftion : 

If 'tis my fhame, why be it fo— — I love her ; 
Nor can I help it; 'tis impos'd upon me 
By fome fuperior and refifUefs pow'r : 

• I coidd not hurt her to be lord of earth ; 

It fhocks my nature like a ftroke at heav'n. 
Angels defend he«» as if innocent ! 

But fee my Leonora comes :— Be gone. [Exit Zanga. 

[Enter Lecmora. 
O feen for ever I yet for ever new ! 
The conquered thou doft conquer o'er again* 
Infli£ling wound on wound. 

Leonora. 

Alas> my lord ! 
What need of this to me ? 

• ' Alomzo. 

Ha! doft thou weep ? 
Leonora. 

Have I no caufe ? 

Alonzo. 
Iflove is thy concern. 
Thou haft no caufe ; none ever lov'd like me. 
But wherefore this ? Is it to break my heart. 
Which lofes fo much blood for every tear ? 
Leonora. 

Is it fo tender ? 

Alonzo. 
Is it not? Ohcav*n! 
Doubt of my lave ? Why, I am nothing elfc ; 



It 



1 
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It quite abibrbs my every other paflion. 

O that this one embrace would laft for ever ! 

Leonora. 
Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue ? 
Could this man e'er defign upon my life ? 
Impoffible! I throw away the thought. [j(fiJi. 

Thefe tears declare how much I tafte the joy 
Of being folded in your arms and heart ; 
My univerfe does lie within that fpace. 
This dagger bore faUe witnefs. [SJbrwing ih 

Alonzo. 

Ha ! my dagger ? 
It rouzes horrid images : Away, 
Away with it, and let us talk of Love, 
Plunge ourfelves deep into the fweet illuiion* 
And hide us there from every other thought. 

Leonora. 
It touches you. 

Alonzo. 

Let's talk of Love. 

Leonora. 

Of Death. 

Alonzo. 

As thou lov'ft happinefs 

Leonora. 

Of murder« 
Alonzo. 

Rafii, 
Ralh woman, yet forbear. 

Leonora. 

Approve my wrongs ! 
Alonzo. 
Then mud I fly, for thy fake and my own. 

Leonora. 
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Leonora. 
Nay, by my injuries, you fir ft mufl hear me : 
Stab me, then think it much to hear me groan ! 

Alonzo. 
Heav'ns ftrike me deaf! 

^ Leonora. 

It well may fting you home. 
Alonzo. 
Alas 1 thou quite mifiakHl my caufe of pain. 
Yet> yet difmifs me ; I am all in flames. 

Leonora. 
Who has moft caufc f You, or myfelf ? What aft 
Of my whole life cncourag'd you to this i 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it on you i 
You find me kind, and think me kind to all ; 
The weak, ungenerous error of your fex. 
What could infpire the thought? We oft'nefl judge 
From our own hearts : and is yours then fo frail. 
It prompts you to conceive thus ill of me ? 
He that can &oop to harbour fuch a thought, 
Deferves to find it true. [HoUing him* 

Alonzo. 
O fex, fex, fex ! [Turning on her. 
The language of you all. lU-fiaitcd woman ! 
Why haft thou fbrc'd me back into the gulph 
Of agonies, I had block'd up from thought ? 
I know the caufe; thou faw'ft me impotent 
E'er while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ft on me : 
But, by the pangs I fufFer, to thy woe : 
For, fince thou haft replung'd me in my torture, 
I will be fatisfied. 

Leonora. 
Be fatisfied i 

Alonzo* 
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Alonzo.. 
Yes ; thy own moath fhall witnefs it againft thee ; 
I will be fatisfied. 

Leonora. 
Of what? 
Alonzo. 

Of what! 
. How dar'ft thou a(k that queition ? Woman^ Woman* 
Weak, and afliirM at once ; thus 'tis for ever. 
Who told thee that thy virtue was fufpeded ? 
Who told thee I delign'd upon thy life ? 
You found the dagger, but that could not fpeak ; 
Nor did I tell thee : Who did tell thee then ? 
Guilt, confcious guilt. 

LSONORA. 

This to my face ? O heav'n I 
Alonzo. 



This to thy very foul. 



Serious as death. 



Leonora. 

Thou'rt not in eameft ? 
Alonzo. 



Leonora. 
Then heav'n have mercy cm thee. 
Till now, I ftruggled not to think it true ; 
I fought conviflion, and would not believe it : 
And doft thou force me ? This fhall not be borne : 
Thou (halt repent this infult. [Going. - 

Alonzo. 

Madam, ftay: 
Your paflion*s wife ; 'tis a difguife for guilt ; 
'Tis my turn now to fix you here awhile ; 
You, and your thoufand arts, fhall not efcape me. 

. Leonora. 
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Leonora. 



Alts? 



Alonzo. 
Arts ! Confefs ; for death is in my hand* 
Leonora. 
*Tis in your words. 

Alonzo. 

Confds, confeft, confefs; 
Kor tear my veins with paflion to compel thee. 

Leonora. 
I feom to anfwer thee^ prefumptuoas man ! 

Alonzo. 
Deny then> and incur a fouler ihame. 
Where did I find this pidture ? 

Leonora. 

Ha! Don Cdrbs^ 
By my beft hopes, more welcome than thy own. 

Alonzo. 
I know it; but is vice fo very rank> , 
That thou fhould'fl dare to dafli it in my face ? 
Nature is fick of thee, abandoned woman ! 

Leonora. 
Repent. 

Alonzo. 
Is that for me ? 

Leonora. 

Fall, afk my paxdon. 
Alonzo. 
Afloniihment ! 

Leonora. 
Dar'ft thou perfiil to think I am diihoneft ? 
Alonzo. 
I know thee h* 
Vol. IL G Lbonqha.. 
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LlOVOtA. 

This blow then to thy heart- 



[Sbiftabs ber/e^, be tudiofuouring to prevent her, 
Alomzo. 
Ho ! Zanga ! Ifahella ! Ho \ She bleeds ! 
DefceAd, ye blefled angels, to ^ft her ! 

Leonora. 
This i» the only way I would wound thee, 
Tho' moft unjttft. Now think me goiky ftiil. 

Enter Isabella. 
Aloneo. 
Bear her to inllant help : The world to &ve her ! 
Leonoaa. 
^Unhappy man ! well may^ft tiioa gaze aund tremble ; 
But fix tiiy cerrcM' and amazement right ; 
Not on my blood, but ot diy own diftmdlion. 
What haft thou done ? Wlkom oenfur'd f^^Leonora, 
When thou hadft cenfur^d, tho« would^ iave her life ; 

inconfiftent ! Should I lave in fhame. 
Or ftoop to any other means but tfais» 

T* aflcrt my virtue ? No $ ihe who difputcs. 
Admits it poffible (he might be guilty : 
While aught but truth could be my inducement to it. 
While it might look like sui excufe to thee, 

1 fcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 

But now, I let thy rafhnefs know, the wound 
Which leaft I feel, is taht my dagger made. 

[Ifabella leads out Leonora. 
Alonzo. 
Ha ! Was this woman guilty ?— and if not— 
How my thought darkens that way ! Grant, kind heav'n. 
That fhe prove guilty, or give Being end. 
Is thm my hope then ?— Sure, the facred duft 

^ Of 
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Of lier that bore me trembles in its urn. 
Is it in ihaa the fore diilrefs to bear. 
When hope itfelf is blacken'd to defpair ? 
When all the blifs I pant for, is to gain 
In hell a refage from feverer pain ? [Exit Alonzo, 

Enter Zanga. 

Zanga. 

How ftands the great account 'twixt me and vengeance f 

Tho' much is paid, yet (till it owes me much; 

And I will not abate a fingle ^roan.*— — 

Ha ! that were well-— but that were &^ too-— 

Why, be it fo— Revenge fo truly great 

Would come too cheap, if bought with le& than life. 

Come death, come hell, tl\en; 'ds refolv'd; 'tis done. 

Enter Isabella. 
Isabella. 

Ah ! Zanga, fee me tremble : Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill f — Poor Leonora"-^ 

Zanga. . 
Welters in blood, and gafps far her laft breath : 
What dien f We all mv^ die. 

Isabella. 

JionX9 rzYtM^ 
And in the tempeft of his grief; has thrice 
Attempted on hu life : At length, di&rm'd. 
He calls his friends that fave him, his word foes. 
And importunes the flues for fwifc perdition. 
Thus in his florm of forrow. After paufe. 
He ftarted up, and call'd aloud for Za;>ga : 
For Zanga rav'd ; and fee, he foeks you here. 
To learn that truth, which moithe dreads to know. 

G 2 Zanga. 
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Zanga. ; 

Be gone. How, now, my foal, confnmmate all. 

[Exit liabella. 

Enter Alonzo. 
Alonzo. 

Zanga ! 

Zanga. 

Do not tremble fo ; but ipeak. 
Alonzo. 

1 dare not. [FaUs on him. 

Zanga. 
You will drown me witKyour tears^i 
Alonzo. 

Have I not caufe ? 

Zanga. . 
As ytt, you have no caufe. 
Alonzo. 
Doft thou too rave } 

Zanga. 
Your anguiih is to come : 
You much have been obus'd. 

Alonzo. 

Abus'df by whom? 
Zanga. 
To knowy were litde comfort. 

Alonzo. 

O ! *twere much, 
Zanga. 
Indeed! 

. Alonzo. 
By heav'n. O give him to my fury I 
Zanga. 
Bom for your ufcj I live l^it to oblige you : 

Know 
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t 

Xnow then, 'twas I . 

Alonzo* 

Am I awake ? 
Zanga. 

For ever. 
Thy wife is goiltlefs ; that's one tranfport to me : • 
And I, I let thee know it ; that's anodier ; 
I arg'd Don CarlosXo refign his miftrefs ; 
I fbrg'd the Letter ; I difpos'd the Figure; 
I hated; I delpis'd ; and I deftroy. 

Alonzo. 

Oh ! [SnAJooHs, 

Zanga. 
Why> this is well— why, this is blow for blow. 
Where are you ? Crown me, fhadow me> with laurels. 
Ye fpirits, which delight in joft Revenge : 
Let Europe, and her pallid Tons, go weep ; 
Let Jfrick, and her hundred thrones, rejoice. 

my dear countrymen ! look down, and fee 
How I beilride your proftrate conqueror ! 

1 tread on haughty Spain, and all her kings : 
But this is mercy ; this is my indulgence ; 
'Tis peace ; 'tis refuge, from my indignation : 
I muil awake him into horrors. Ho ! 
Alonzo, ho ! the Moor is at the gate ; 
Awake, Invincible, Omnipotent I 

Thou who doil all fubdue. 

Alonzo. 

Inhuman (lave ! 
Zanga* 
Fall'n Chriftian, thou nuftak'ft my charadler. 
Look on me. Who am I ? I know, thou fay 'it 
The Moor, a. flave, an abjedl, heaten flave 
(Eternal woes to him that made me fo !) : 

G 3 Bat 
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But look again. Has fix years cruel bondage 

ExtinguifliM majefty fo far, that nought 

Shines here, to give an awe of one above thee i 

When the great Moorijb king, Jbdalla, fell. 

Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faft by him; 

His foni tho% thro' his fbndnefs» in difguife, 

Lefs to expofe me to th' ambitious fee. 

Ha ! Does it wake thee ? O'er my father's corfe 

I flood aftride, till I had clove thy creft ; 

And then was made the captive of a fquadron. 

And funk.into thy fcrvant.— But O! What, 

What were my wdges ? Hear not heav'n, nor earth I 

My wages were a blow ^^y heav'n, a blow ; 

And from a mortal hand. 

Alonso. 

O villain! villain! 
Z A N G A. [Shewing a dagger^] 
All ftrife is vain. 

Alonzo. 
Is thus my love returh'd ? 
Is this my recbmpence ? Make friends of tigers ! 
Lay not your young, O mothers, on the breaft. 
For fear they turn to ferpents as they lie. 
And pay you for their nouriihment with death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying ; 
Both innocent, both murder'd, both by me : 
That heav'nly maid, which ihould have liv'd for ever. 
At leail have gently flept her foul away ; 
Whofe life Ihould have ihut up as evening flow'rs 
At the departing fun was murder'd ! murder'd I 

O fhtoe I O guiU ! O horror ! O remorfe I 
O punifhment ! Had Satan never fell> 
Hell had been made for me-^ Leonora ! 

Zanca« 
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.Mail I deipife tkee too, ss weH as hate tfaee ? 
Complain ef grie£ com^n thou ait a man* 
Priam from fortune's lofty fummit fell ; 
Great Alexander 'midH his cooqaefts moumM ; 
Heroes and demi-gods have known their forrows ; * 
Cafars have wept ; and I have had— my blonv : 
Bat 'tis reveng'd ; and now my work is done : 
Yet, ere I fall> be it one part of ¥engeanee. 
To make ev'n thee confHsfs lliat I am joft : 
Thou feeft a prince, who(e fiitlier tiiou haft flain ; 
Whofe native country thou haft laid in Mood ; 
Whofe (acred perfon, oh ! thou haft prophan'd; 
Whofe reign extinguifli'd : What was left to me 
So highly bom ? No kingdom, bat Revenge ; 
No treafiire, but thy tortures, and thy groans. 
If men ihould afk who brought tiiee to thy end. 
Tell them the Mwr, and they will not ddjpife thee : 
If cold white mortals cenfure diie great deed. 
Warn them, they judge not of fuperior beings. 
Souls made of lire, and children of the Aia, 
With whom Revenge is virtue. Fare thee well— — 
Now, fuHy fatisfy'd, I ihould take leave; 
But one diing grieves me ; fince thy death is near, 
I leave thee my examj^e how to die. 

As be is. going to ft ah him/elf, Alonzo rujhes upon him to pr€^ 
*vent him. In thjs mean time. Enter Alvarez, attended. 
They difarm and/eisoe %nga. AHoxaofuts the dagger in 
bis bojom* 

Alonzo. 
No, monfter, thou (halt not efcape by death.«--«- 
O father ! 

G 4 Alvarez. 
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Alvarez. 
O JUnxo! I fabtlhh 

Touch'd with remorfe to fee her miftreG' pang$> 
Told all the dreadful tale. 

Alonzo. 

What groan was that ? 
Zanga. . 
As I have been a vulture to thy heart» 
So will I be a raven to thine ear» 
And true as ever fnuiPd the fcent of blood. 
As ever flapt its heavy wing againft 
The window of the fick, and croak'd defpair : 
Thy wife is dead. 

[Alvarez goes to the fide oftbeftag$, and ntums. 
Alvarez. 

The dreadful news is true, 
Alonzo. 
Prepare the rack; invent new torments for him. 

Zanga. 
This too is well. The i^^^ and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its own advantage. 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were I not thus reduced, thou would'ft not know» 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee Hill : 
Torture thou may'ft ; but thou (halt ne'er defpiie me : 
The blood will follow, where the knife is driven ; 
The flefh will quiver, where the pincers tear; 
And iighs and cries by nature grow on pain : 
But thefe are foreign to the foul : Not mine 
The groans that iiTue, or the tears that fall ; 
They difobey me ; on the rack I fcorn thee. 
As when my faulchion clove thy helm in battle. 

Alvarez. 
Peace, villain ! 

Zanga. 
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Zanga. 

While I live, dd man, I'll fpeak ; 
And, well I know, thou dar*ft ^ot kill me yet ; 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 

Alonzo. 
Who call'd Alotaco ? 

Alvarez. 

No one called, my fon* 
Alonzo. 
Again !— *Tis Corks* voice, and I obey. 
O how I laugh at all that this can do ! [ Shewing the dagger ^ 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murder'd me. 
Were given before ; I am already dead ; 
This only marks my body for the grave. \Stahs bimfel/, 
4frick^ thou art reveng'd.— O Leonora /— \Dies* 

Zanga. 
Good ruiHans, give me leave ; my blood is yours ; 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you fhall have it all ; 
Let me but look one moment on the dead. 
And pay yourfelves with gazing on my pangs. 

\He goes to Alonzo's body. 
Is this Alonzo ? Where's the haughty mien ? 
Is that the hand which fmote me ? Heav'ns, how pale ! 
And art thou dead ? So is my enmity : 
I war not with the duft : The great, the proud. 
The conqueror oi Africk, was- my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcafTes. 
This was the only method to fubdue me : 
Terror and doubt fall on me ; all thy good 
Now blazes : all thy guilt is in the grave : 
Never had man fuch funeral applaufe ; 
If I lament thee, fure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance ! I have followed thee too far. 
And to receive me hell blows all her fires. \^He is home off, 
^ , Alvarez. 



] 
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Alvaeek. 
Dreadful efieft of jealoufy ! a rage 
In which the wife with caution will engage ; 
Relu^nt long, and tardy to believe. 
Where, fway'd by nature, we ourfelves deceive ; ' 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art. 
And each man finds a Zoftga in his heart. [Exeimt. 
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f\^R Aiuhor fent nu, in an humble ftrain^ 
^^ To beg you^d blefi the offspring of his brain ; 
And I 9 your froxy^ fronds* d^ in your name. 
The Child fiould live, at leafi Six days of fame : 
I like the Brat; but ftill his faults can find \ 
And by the Parentis leave 'will f peak my mind. 

GaUantSs fray teU me, do you think *twas well. 
To let a wiling maid lead afes in hellf 
Ton, nicer Ladies, Jhouldyou think it right 
To eat no Suffer on your Wedding-night f 
Should Engliih Hujbands dare to ftar've their Wi'ves, 
Be fare, they*d lead moft comfortable li<ves. 
But he loves mifchief, and, tvith groundlefs fears, 
Wou^d fain fet loving coufles by the ears; 
Wos^d ffoil the tender hujbands of our nation. 
By teaching them his vile outUmdiJh fajhion \ 
But vue^ve been taught, in our good-natured clime. 
That Jeahuff, tho* jufi, is fill a crime. 
And will be ftill ; for, (not to blame the flat) 
That fame Alonzo vuas a ftufidfot. 

To 
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To kill a bride, a miftre/s uHenjo/^di 
*TnJoere finu excuft, had the poor man been clofd: 
To kill her on fujpicion, ere he knew 
Whether the heinous crime iverefalje or true* 
The friefi faid ^ace \ Jhe met him in the bower , 
In hopes Jhe might anticipate an hour: « 
Love *was her errand, but the hot-brain* d Spaniard, 
Inftead of Love — produced a filthy Poniard : 
Had he been ivije at this their private meeting, 
Theproofo* th* Pudding had been in the Eating : 
Madam had then been pleased, and Don contented. 
And ail this blood and murder been prevented* 
Britons, be v^ife, and, from this fad example, 
Nf'*er break a Bargain, but firft take a Sample* 
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Cf^H E Tragic Mufcy revolving many a page 
-* Of tim^s long records drawn from every age. 
Forms not her plans on low or trivial deeds. 
But marks the ftriking ! "^-^^When fome Hero bleeds 
To fame his Country, then her powers injpire. 
And fouls congenial catch the patriot fre* 
When hold opprej/ton grinds afiffering land% 
When the keen dagger gleams in murderU hand; 
When black conjpiracy infeSls the throng; 
Or fell revenge Jits brooding o^er his tvrong ; 
Then walks Jhe forth in terror; at her frown 
Guilt Jhrinks appalPd, though feated on a throne. 
But the racked foul, ivhen dark fujpicions rend; 
When Brothers hate^ and Sons with Sires contend; 
When clajhing inter efts *war eternal nvage; 
And Love^ the tender eft pajpon, turns to Rage; 
Then grief on e*very vifage ftands impreft^ 
And Pity throbs in every feeling breaft ; 
Hope, Fear, and Indignation, rife by turns. 
And the ftrong fcene with various paffion biirns. 
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Such is our tali :*^Nor blt^^ if tears Jhould flonui 

7'bey*re virtues tribute paid to human ^woe : 

Such chops nrw lufire to bright eyes impart \ 

^he filent nuitnefs of a tender heart : 

Such drops adorn the nobleft Heroes cheek t 

And paint his nvorth, in ftrokes that more than fpeak : 

Not be njoho cannot *woep9 but he ivho can. 

Shews the great foul, and proves himfelf a Man. 

Yet do not idly grieve at others pain. 
Nor let the tears of nature fall in 'vain : 
Watch the clofe crimes from ^whence their ills have grenn^M, 
And from dieir frailties learn to mend your own. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONS. 



MEN. 

P H I L I P> King of Macedofiy 
Perseus, his elder Son, 
Demetrius, his younger Son, 
Pericles, the Friend of Perseus, 
Ant ICON us, a Minifter of State, 
Dymas, the King's Favorite, 
PosTHUMius, 1 Rman Ambafla- 

CURTIUS, J 



Mr. Berrt. 
Mr. MossoF. 
Mr. Garrick. 
Mr. Blares. 
Mr. Burton. 
Mr. SiMSON. 
CMr. Winston E^. 



dors, \ Mr. Moz sen. 



WOMEN. 

Erixine, the Thracian Princefs, 
Her Attendant, 



Mrs. Bellamy. 

MifsHlPPISLEY. 
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I. 



SCENE 



Entir Cvrtius and Posthvmiv^. 

CURTIUS. 

THE R E's fomething of magnificence about us 
I have not feen at Ronu. But you can tell me. 

[Gaus mtnd. 

POSTHVMIUS. 

True : Ifither feht on former embaffies, 
I know this fplendid coort of Macedam, 
And hanghty P/&i7r>> well. 

CVRTIUS. 

His pride prefnmet 
To treat us here like fabjeds, more than R§maHs, 
More than ambaiTadors, who, in our bofoms* 
Bear peace and war, and throw him which we pleafe. 
As Jwe his ilonn, or funflune, on his creatures. 
Vol. IL H PosTavmvg. 
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POSTHUMIUS. 

This Philip only, fince Rme*s glory rofe, 
Preferves its grandeur to the name of kmg ; 
Like a bdd ftar, that ihews its fires by day. 
The Gnekf who won the world, was fent before him. 
As the grey dawn before the blaze of noon : 
Fbilip had ne'er been conc^er'd, but by Rem ; 
And what can fajse fay more of nortal man ? 

CURTIUS, 

I know his public charader. 

Post HU MITTS. 

It pains me 
To turn my thoughts on his domeilic ftate : 
There Philip is no God j but pours his hearty 
In ceafelefs groans, o'er his contending fons ; 
And pays the fecret tax of mighty men 
To their mortality, 

CURTIUS. 

But whence die ftrife. 
Which thus affli£b him ? 

PosTHtJMivs. 

Fran this W*i>'» bed 
Two AUxtm^irs fpring. 

CvRTrvs. 
And biiit one wQild ? 
*Twill never dOb 

POSTHVMXUA. 

They both J^ bright ; but one 
^erngaiy br^ht» as ftars to mariners ; 
And one a cosset widi mafiigaant blaze^ 

Denouncbg riun* 

CuRriua. 
Yon meaa Ptrfeus^ 

PoSTHUMJVSr 
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POSTHVIIIUS. 

True, 
The younger fon Demtrius^ you well ktiow» 
Was bred at Romtt oar hoftage from kis ^ther. 
Soon after, he was fent ambailador. 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 
Rome^B manners won him* and his manners Rom ; 
Who granted peace, declaring Ihe forgave» 
To his high worth, the Qondud of his father. 
This gave him all the hearts oiMacedon ; 
Which, join'd to his high patronage from Rami^ 
Inflames his jealous brother. 

CURTIUS. 

Glows there not 
A fecond brand of enmity ? 

P0STHUM1V8. 

O, yes; 

The fair Erixme. 

CURTIWS. 

I Ve partly heard 
Her finother'd ftory. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Smother'd by the kmg ; 
And wifely too. But thou flialt hear it all* 
"Not (eals of adamaut» not mountains whclm'd 
On guilty fecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fix'd hereditary hate 
Between the crowns of Mae$dm zxA Thrace \ 
The fword by both too much indulg'd in blood* 
Fhilip^ at length, prevailed j he took, by night. 
The town, and palace, of his deadly foe; 
Rufh'd thro' the flames, which he had kindled raundp 
And flew him, bold in vam : Nor refled therts ; 
But, with unkingly cruelty, deflroy'd 

H 2 Two 
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Two little fons within their mother's arms ; 
Thus meaning to tread out thofe fparks of war. 
Which might one day flame up to great revenge. 
The queen, through grief, on her dead fons expired;' 
One child alone furvivM : A female infant, 
^mid thefe horrors, in the cradle fmilM. 

CVRTIUS, 

What of that infimt? 

PosTHUMiirs. 

Stung with fharp remorfc. 
The yi6^or took, and gave her to his queen. 
The c^d was bred, and honoured, as her own ; 
She grew, fhe bloom'd ; and now her eyes repay 
Her brothers' wounds on Pbilip^s rival fons* 

CURTIUS* 

Is then Erixene that Thracian child ? 

How juft the Gods ! from out that ruin'd houfe 

He took a brand, to fet his own on fire. 

POSTHUMIVS. 

To give thee, fiiend, the whole in miniatm-e ; 
This is the pidure of great Philip^s court : 
The proud, but melancholy king, on high, 
Majeftic fits, like Jovi enthron'd in darknefs ; 
His (bns are as the thunder in his hand ; 
And the fair Tbracian princefs is a ftar. 
That fparkles by, and gilds the folemn fcene. 

[^houts heard. 
•Tis their great day, fupreme of all the year. 
The fam'd Luftration of their martial powers ; 
Thence for our audience, chofen by the king. 
If he provokes a war, his empire (hakes*. 
And all her lofty glories nod to ruin. 

CVRTIUS# 

Who cpmcs ? . 

PosTHimi^us. 
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POSTHUMIUS. 

O, that's the jealoas elder brother; 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 
Obfenre the fire, high birth, and empire^ kindle I 

CURTIUS. 

He holds his conference with much emotion. 

POSTHUMIVS. 

The brothers both can talk; and, in their turns. 

Have borne away the prize of eloquence 

At Athens, Shan his walk : Our own debate 

Is now at hand. We'll feek his lion Sire, 

Who dares to frown on us his conquerors ; 

And carries fo much monarch on his brow. 

As if he'd fright us mth the wounds we gave him. 

Enter Perseus and Pericles. 
Perseus. 
n'is empire ! empire ! empire 1 let that word 
Make facred all I do, or can attempt ! 
Had I been bom a flave, I fhould affeft it : 
My nature's fiery, and, of courfe, afpires. 
Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 
All end of giving ; and procures contempt 
Inftead of gratitude. An empire loft, 
Deftroy'd, would lefs confound me, than refign'd. 

Pericles. 
But arc you fure Demetrius will attempt ? 

Perseus. 
Why does Rome court him ? For his virtues ? No : . 
To fire him to dominion : To blow up 
A civil war ; then to fupport him in it : 
He gains the name of king, and Rome the power. 

Pericles. 
This is indeed the common art ofRom, 

H 3 PmsEvi. 
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Perseus. 

That fource of jaftice through the wond'ring world! 

His youth and valour fecond Rtme^s defigns : 

The firfl impels him to prefumptuous hope; 

The laft fupports him in it. Then his perfon ! 

Thy hand, O Nature, has made bold with min^. 

Yet more ; what words diflil from his red lip« 

To gull the multitude ! and they make Itin^s* 

Ten thoufand fools> knaves, cowards, lump'd together. 

Become all-wife, all-righteous, and aU-mighty« 

Nor b this all : the foolifh ThracioH maid 

Prefers the boy to me. 

PSRICLBS. 

And does that pain you I 
Perseus. 

Periclesy to death. It is moft true. 

Through hate to him, and not through love for her, 

1 paid my firH; ^ddreiTes $ but becamf 

The fool I feign^ : My fighs are now fincere. 
It (marts ; it bums : Q diat 'twere fidi<»i ftill i 
By heaven, (he feems more beauteous than dominioii* 

Pericles. 
Dominion, and the princefs, both are loH^ ^ 

Unlefs you gain the king. 

Perseus. 

But how to gain him f 
Old men love novelties ;. the laft arriv'd 
Still pleafes beft ; the youngeft fteals their fmiles. 

Pericles. 
Dymas alone can work him to his pleafure ; 
Firft in eft^em, and keeper of hb heart 

Perseus. 
To Dymas thou ; and win him to thy will. 
In the mean time I'll feek my double rival ; 

Curb 
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Curb hk prefumpdon, and creft mjrfelf. 

In aU the dignity of birth, before him* 

Whatever can ftir the blood, or fway the mind, *" 

Is now at Ibike ; and doable is the lofs. 

When an inferior bears awajr the prize. ; 

Pericles« 
Your brother, drefs'd for the folemnity, 

pERSEtJS. 

To Dymas fly ! gain him, and think on this : 
A prince indebted^ is a fortune made. 

[Exh Pericles. 
£ir/^r Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 
How, brother! unatdr*d I Have you forgot ,^ 

What pomps are due to this illuftrious day ? 

Perseus. 
I am no gewgaw, for the throng to gaze at : 
Some are defign'd by nature but for (hew ; 
The tinfel and the feather of mankind. 

Demetrius. 
Brother, of that no more : For fhame, gird on 
Your glitt'ring arms, and look like any RomoH. 

Perseus. 
No, brother ; let the Romans look like mc, 
If they're ambitious.-»-But, I pr'ythee, ftand ; 
Let me gaze on thee :— No inglorious figure I 
More Romano, as it ought to be. 
But what is this that dazzles my weak fight ? 
There's funlhinc in thy beaver. 

Demetrius. 

Tis that helmet 

Which Alepcander wore at Granicut. 
Perseus. 
When he fubdu'd the world? Ha! is'tnotfo? 

H 4 What 
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Wliat world haft thou fabdn'd ? O, yes ; the Fair. 
Think'ft thou there could in Macedon be found 
No browr might fuit that golden blaze» but thbe.? 

Demetrius. 
I wore it but to grace this facred day; 
Jar not for trifles. 

Pekseus. 
Nothing is a trifle 
That argues the prefomption of the foul. 

Demetrius. 
Tis they prefume, who know not to deferve. 

Perseus. 
Or who, deferving, icom fuperior merit. 

Demetrius. 
Who combats with a brother, wounds himfelf : 
Wave private wrath, and rufli upon the foes 
0( Macedonia* 

Perseus. 
No ; I would not wound 
Demetrius* friends. 

Demetrius. 
Demetrius* friends ! 
Perseus. 

The Rmaus. 
You copy Hanniial, our great ally ? 
Say, at what altar was you fwom their foe ? 
Peace-making brother ! Wherefore brmg you peace. 
But to prevent my glory from the field ? 
The peace you bring, was meant, as war to me. 

Demetrius. 
Per/eus, be bold when danger's all your own : 
War now, were war with Piilif more than Rome. 

Perseus. 
Come, you love peace ; that feir cheek hates a fcfir : 

Yob 
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Toa that admire the Rtmam^ bredc the bridge 
With Cocks, or with Cmriius leap the gulph; 
And league not with the vices of odr tow. 

DtfMBTRIUS. 

What vices ?^ 

Pe&sbvs, 
With their women^ and their wits* 
Your idol L^Um ; Lalius the polite. 
I hear, Sir> you take wing> and mount in metre. 
Terence has own'd your aid» your comrade Tertnci. 
God-like ambition ! Twence there^ the flave ! 

DsiiBTaius. 
At Jtbens bred, and to thp arts a foe ? 

Peksbvs. 
At Athens bred^ and borrow arts from Rome f 

DSMBTRIUS. 

Brother, IVe done: £et our contention ceafe : 
Our mother ihudders at it in her grave : 
And how has FUUp moom'd ? A dreadful foe^ 
And awful king ; but, O, the tend'refl parent 
That ever wept in fondnefs o'er a child ! 

Perseus. 
Why, ay ; go tell your father ; fondly throw 
Your arms around him ; ftroke him to your purpofe 
As you are wont : I boaft not fo much worth ; 
I am no pidure^ by the doating eye 
To be furvey'd, and hung about his neck. 
I fight his battles ; that's all I can do. 
But if yott boafl a piety fincere. 
One way you may fecure your father's peace : 
And one alone— Refign Erixene. 

Demetrius. 
You flatter me, to think her in my power. 
We run our fates together ; you deferve. 

And 
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The formidable pidure ftiij fabfifted. 
And flowlyvanifh'd from my waking ejc. 
I fear fome heavy vengeance hangs in air. 
And confcious deities infnfe thefe dioaghts. 
To warn my fovl of her approaching doom. 
The gods are rigid when they weigh fnch deeds 
As fpeak a mthlefs heart ; they meafore blood 
By drops, and bate not one in the repay. 
Could in^nts hurt me ? 'Twas not like a king. 

Aktigonus. 
My lord, I do confefs the gods are with us ; 
Stand at our fide in ev'ry 9£t of life; 
And on our pillow watch each fecret thought ; 
Nay, (ee it in its embryo> yet unborn. 
But their wrath ceafes on remorie for guilt ; 
And well I know your forrows touch your fons ; 
Nor is it poffible but time muft quench 
Their flaming fpirits in a father's tears. 

King. 
Vain comfort ! I this moment overheard 
My jarring fons with fiiry (hake my walls. 
Ah ! why my curfe from thofe, that ought to blefs me ^ 
The queen of Thrace can anfwer that fad queflion : 
She had two fons ; but two : And fb have I. 
Misfortune (lands with her bow ever bent 
Over the world ; and he who wounds another, 
Direds the goddefs by that part he wounds. 
Where to flrike deep her arrows in himfelf. 

Antigonus. 
I a:kvn, I think it time your fons receive 
A father's awful counfel; or, while here. 
Now weary nature calls for kind repofe. 
Your curtains will be fhaken with their broils ; 

And» 
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"And, when you die, fons' blood may ftain your tomb.— 
But other cares demand you now : The Romans. 

King. 
O change of pain ! The Romans ? Perifli Romt ! 
Thrice happy they, who fleep in humble life. 
Beneath the ftorm ambition blows. *Tis meet 
The Great (hould have the fame of happinefs. 
The confolation of a little envy ; 
•Tis all their pay for thofe fuperior cares, 
Thofe pangs of heart, their vaffab ne'er can feel. 
Where are thefe (bangers ? Firft I'll hear their tale; 
Then talk in private with my fons. 
Antigonvs. 

But how 
intends my lord to make his peace with Rome f 

King. 
Rome calls me fiery : Let her find me fo ! 

Antigonus. 
O Sir, forbear ! Too late you felt Rome^% power. 

King. 
Yes, and that reafon ftings me more than ever. 
To curfe, and hate, and hazard all againft her. 

Antigonus. 
Hate her too much to give her battle now ; 
Nor to your godlike valour owe your ruin« 
Greece, Thejfafy^ lUyrium, Rome has feiz'd; 
Your treafures wafted, and your phalanx thinn'd : 
Should ihe proceed, and (hike at Macedon, 
What would be left of empire ? 

King. 

Philip: All. 
ni take my throne. Send in the(e foreigners. 

SCENE 
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SCENE drmus, and difcvuers a maguifictnt thrtme, PeH* 
SEUS^ Demetrius* courtiers, &c. aitettdzng. Pos t h v- 
ifius and Curtius, the Roman ambaffadors, enter. 
Trumpets found. The Ki n g a/cends the throne. 

POSTHUMIVS. 

Thilip of Macedon ; To thefe coxnplsunts 
Our ^ends groan out, and you have heard at lai^e, 
Rome now experts an anfwer. She fits judge* 
And will have right on earth. 

King. 

E^peSs an anfwer ! 
I fo fhaU anfwer* as becomes a king. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

Or more* Sir; as becomes a friend ofRome. 

King. 
Or Jlexander^s heir* to rife ilill higher. 
But to the purpofe. Thus a king to thofe 
That would make kings* and puff them out at pleafure: 
Has Philip done amifs f 'Twat you provok'd him. 
My cities* which deferted in my wars^ 
I thought it meet to poniih: You deny'd ikie. 
When I had ihook the walls ofMareua, 
You pluckt me thence* and took the taken town : 
Then you fent word I ihoold retire from Qveet, 
A conqueft at my door* by nature mine ; 
And faid* « Here end thy realm ;'' as yc were gods ! 
And gods ye fhall be* ere JUm§ humbles me.. 
All this is done ; yet Philip is your fiiend ! 
If this buys friendiliip* where can you find foes ? 
In what regard will ftem Rome look upon me ? 
If as a friend* too precious let her hold 
Her own efteem* tO caft a ftain on mine % 
If as an enemy* let her proceed* 
And do as fhe has done * (he need no more. 

POSTHUMIUS. 
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POSTHUMIUS, 

The Romans do no wrong ; yet ilill are men : 
And if to-daiy s^n error thwarts their parpoie» 
To-morrow fets it right : \i Philip loves 
Dominion, and th^ pride that waits On kings, 
(Of which, perhaps, his. words too fbrongly favour) 
Humility to Rome will lead him to it : 
She can give more than common kings can govern. 

King. 
Than common kings ? AmbaiFador I remember 
Ca»ff<^— where firfl my fword was fluiht with blood. 

OsMBTaius. [Jfide to the king.l 
My lord, forbear. 

King. 
And Hsmniial ftiU lives. 

POSTHVMIVS. 

Becaufe he fled at Ca/m, 

Kino. 

There, indeed, 
I was not with him. 

PosTHVMms. 

Therefore he fled a/?^*-- *•*• 
SinQe thus yoa treat as,— hear another charge. 
Why here detain you, prifoner of your power, 
1^8 daughter, who was once Rome*z good ally. 
The king of Thrace ? Why is (he not reftor'd ? 
For our next meeting you'll provide an anfwer. 
What now has pafs'd» for his fake we forgive. 

{Pointing to Demetrius. 
But mark this well : There lies Ibme little diftance, 
PhiUpi between a Roman and a kbg. [Mxtum Romans. 

King. 
How fay'fl, tmfcepter'd boafter ! This to me 1 
With Hannibal I cleft yon Alpine rocks ; 
With HatmHal cboak'd Tirs^mene with flaughter z 

But, 
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But, O the night of Cannes raging field I 
When half the Roman Tenate lay in Hood 
Without our tent, and groan'd, as we caiousM ! 
Immortal gods ! for fuch another hour ! 
Then throw my carcafe to the dogs of Rome. 

Antigonvs. 
Sir, you forget your ions. 

King. 

Let all withdraw. 
[Exeunt ail hut the King and his font* 
Two paffions only take up all my (bul ; 
Hatred to Romei and tendernefs for them, m r 
Draw near, my Tons, and Men to my age. 
By what has pafs'd, you fee the ibte of things : 
Foreign alliance mnft a king fecure \ 
And infolence fnftain to ferve his power : 
And if alliances with Rome are needful. 
Much more among ourfelves. If I muft bear» 
Unmov'd, an infult from a Granger's brow^ 
Shall not a brbther bear a brother's look 
Without impatience ? Whither all this tends, 
J'm forry that your conicious hearts can tell you : 
Is it not moft fevere \ Two fbns alone 
Have crown'd my bed ; and they two are not brothers^ 
Look here, and, from my kind regards to yoit. 
Copy fuch looks as yon ihould bear each other. 
Why do I figh ? Do you not know, my fons \ 
And if you do-— O let me figh no more \ 
Let thefe white hairs put in a claim to peace ! 

PERsstrs. 
Henceforth, my fole contention with my brother 
Is this ; which beft obeys our finther's will. 

Demetrius. 
Father, if fimple nature ever fpeaks 
In her own language, fcoming ufelcfs words* 

Yoa 
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You fee her now; fhe fwclls into my eyes. 
I take thee to my heart; I fold thee in it. 

[Embracing Perieus. 
Our father bids ; and that we drank one milk^ 
Is now the finalleft motive of my k>ve. 

KlNC* 

Antigonust the joy their mother felt 

When they were bom, was &int to what I feeL 

Dbmbtrivs. 
See, brother, if he does not weep ! His love 
Runs o'er in venerable tears. I'm rude ; 
But nature will prevail^^My king ! My father ! 

l^Embracing. 
Perseus. \^JfideJ\ 
Now cannot I let fall a fingle tear. 

King. 
See ! the good man has caught it too. 

Antigonus. 

Such tears» 
And fudi alone, be fhed in Mdeedonia I 

Kino. 
Be not thou, Perfius, jealous of thy brother ; 
Nor thou, Demetrius J prone to give him caufe ; 
Nor either think of empire till I'm dead. 
You need not ; you reign now ; my heart is yours. 
Sheath your refentments in your fathers peace ; 
Come to my bofom both, and fwear it there. 

[Embracing his fins^ 
Antigonus. 
Look down, ye gods, and change me, if you can» 
This fight for one more lovely. What fo fweet. 
So beautiful, on earth, and, ah ! i(^ rzrc. 
As kindred love, and famDy repofe ! 
This, this alliance, Romh will quite undo thee. 
Vol. II. I See 
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See this» proud Eailem mpnarcha ! and look pale t 
Annies are routed^ realms o'er-mn by this. 
King. 

Or if leaga'd worlds faperior forces brlng» 

I'd rather die a Father, than a King. 

Fathers alone, a Father'^ heart can know ; 

What fecret tides of ftill enjoyment flow. 

When brothers love ! But if their hate fucceeds,. 

They wage the war ; t)ut 'tis the Father bleeds. 

\ExtunU 
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Enter Pbrseus. 
Perseus. . 

WH Y loiters my ambafTador to Dymas f 
His greatnefs will not-fure prerume to fcorn 
A friendfhip offered from an heir of empire. 
But Pericles returns. 

[Enter Pericles. 
Is Dymas ours ? 

Pericles. 
Hc*s cautious. Sir ; he's fubtle; he's a courtier ; 
Dymas is now for you, now for your brother ; 
For both, and neither : He's a fummer-infed. 
And loves the funihine : On his gilded wingi. 
While the fcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you ; 
And fing his flatteries to both alike : 
The fcales once fix'd, he'll fettle on the winner. 
And fwear his pray'rs drew down the viflory— 
But what fucccfs had you. Sir, with your brother ? 

Perseus. 
All* all my hopes are at the point of death ? 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love : 
He's ever warbling nonfenfe in her ear. 
With all th' intoxication of fuccefs. 
Darknefs indofes me; nor fee I light 
from any quarter dawn, but from his death. 

I 2 Pericles.. 
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Periclbs. 
Why ftart at tu death, who refolves osLjmrt f 

Perseus. 
ReiblTes on mine 1 

Peeicles. 
Have yoa not mark'd the piinccfs ? 
Yon have : With what a beam of majefty 
Her eye ftrikes facred awe ! It fpeaki'fier mind 
Exalted, as it is. Whom loves fhe then ? 
Demetrius f no ; Rome^s darUifg ; who, no doubt> 
Dares court her with your empire. And (hall Perjeus 
Survive that lofs ?— Thus he refolves your death. 

Perseus. 
Moft true. What crime then to ibike firft i But how ? 
Or when ? or where ? O Fericksi affiil mss 

Pericles. 
'Tis dangerous. 

Perseus. 
The fitter then for me. 

Pericles. 
Wait ap occafion that befriends your wifhes. 

Perseus. 
Go> fool, and teach a catarad to creep I 
Can thirft of empire, vengeance, beauty, wait I 

Pericles. 
In the mean time, accept a ftratagem 
That muft fecure your empire, or your love. 
Your brother's Roman friendfhips gall no le(s * 
The king, than you : He dreads their confequence., 
Djmas hates Rome ; and Dymas has a daughter. 
How can the king fo powerfully fix 
Demetrius^ faith, as by his marriage there ? 
For Dynw thus (Rmi% fwpm, eternal foe) 
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Becomes a (py upon his private life> 
And forety for his condu£L 

Pe&sbus. 

Trne— i^Bat thus 
Our art defeats itfdf. My brother gains 
The favourite, and fo flrengthens in his treafon. 

Pericles. 
Think you, he'll wed her? No; the princefs* eye 
Makes no fuch (hort-liv'd conqueft. He'll refufe* 
And thus efFed what I have ftrove in vain; 
Yes, he'll refufe; and Dymas, in his wrath. 
Will lift for us, and vengeance— -•Then the king 
Win, dottbtlefs, much refent his fon's refufal ; 
And thus we kiudle the whole court againfi him. 

Perseus. 
My precious friend, I thank thee. I take wing 
On ardent hope : I think it cannot fail. 
Go, make thy court to Dymas with this fcheme : 
Be gons.'^^Mrixene /-—I'll feed her pride [Lookiffg 9Ut* 

Once more; but not expend my breath in vain. 
This meeting ftamps unalterable fate; 
J will wed her, or vengeancet 

[Enter Erixene and Delia* 
O Erixme ! 
O princefs ! colder than your Thracian fnows ! 
See Per/eus, who ne'er ftoop'd but to the gods^ 
Proftrate before you. Fame and Empire fue. 
Why have I conquer'd ?— becaufe you are fair. 
What's Empire ?-^But a title to adore you» 
Why do I number in my lineage high 
Heroes and gods ?«p-That you» fcarce lefi divine. 
Without a bluih may liften to my vows. 
My anceftor fubdu'd the world, I dare 
Beyond his pride, and graip at more, in you, 

J 3 Obdurato 
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Obdurate maid ! or turn* or I expire. 

Erixene. 
If love, my lord, is choice, who loves in vain 
Should blame himfelf alone; and if 'ds fate, 
'Tis fate in all : Why then your blame on me ? 
My crown's precarious, thro' the chance of war ; 
But fure my heart's my own. Each villager 
Is queen of her affedtions, and can vent 
Her arbitrary iighs where-e'er ihe pleaies« 
Shall then the daughter of a race of kings— «» 

Perseus. 
Madam, you jufUy blame the chance of war : 
The gods have been unkind : I am not ib« 
No ! Per/eus comes to counter-balance fate ; 
Thrace ne'er was conquer'd— if you finile on me^— » 
Silent ! obdurate flill ! as cold as death ! 
But 'tis Dtmetrius*"-'^ 

Erixbns. 
Prince, I take your meaning. 
But, if you truly tliink his worth prevails, « 

How ftrangc is your requeft ! 

Perseus. 

No, Madam, no ; 
Tho' Love has hurt my mind, I ftill can judge 
What fprings the paffions of the Great controuL 
Ambition is firft miniiler of fUte; 
Love's but a fecond in the cabinet ; 
Nor can he feather there his unfledg'd ihaft 
But from ambition's wing : But you conceive 
More fanguine hopes, from him whom Rome fupports. 
Than me. You view Demetrius on my throne ; 
And thence he fhines indeed. His charms from thence 
Tran/pierce your foul> enamour'd of dminion. 

Erzzejii. 
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ElLIXEN^S. 

Why now you fhtw me your profound eHeem ! 
Demetrius* guilt alone has charms for me ; 
*Tis not the prince, but traitor, wins my love. ■ ■ 
Such infults are not brook'd by royal minds. 
However their fortunes ebb^ and tho* I mourn. 
An orphan, and a captive, gods there are— — « 
Pear then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 

Perse vs.* 
Your cruel treatment of my paffion— 
But 1*11 not talk.— This, Madam ; only this— . 
Think not the caufe, the curfed caufe of all. 
Shall laugh fecure, and triumph in my pangs : 
No; by the torments of an heart on fire. 
She gluts my vengeance, who defrauds my love ! . [Exit. 

EaiXBNE. 

What have I done f In what a whirhvind rage 
Has fnatch'd him hence on ill ? I irown on Ferjeufg 
And kill Demetrius. 

Delia. 
Madam, fee ! the prince. 

J?»/^ Demetrius. 

Erixbj^e. 
Ah, prince ! the tempeft, which fo long has lowr*d. 
Is now full ripe, and burfting o'er your head. 
This moment Per/eus* malice flam'd before me ; 
Victorious rage broke thro' his wonted guard. 
And menac'd loud your ruin. Fly I O fly 
Thisinftant. 

Demetrius. 

To what refuge I 

Erixene. 

i^Mfy/ extends 
I 4 Her 
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Her longing arms, to chip you for her own. 

Demetrius. 
Madam, 'tis prudent; I confefs it is : 
But is it loving as true lovers ought. 
To be Co very prudent in our love i 
I boail not fo much wifdom : I prefer 
Death al your feet, before the world without you. . 

Erixens. 
In danger thus extreme «-*- 

Demetrius. 

Oh! moftbelov'd! 
Lov*d you like me, like me would you difcem. 
That I but execute my brother's purpofe 
By fuch a flight. At that his clamour, rage. 
And menace aim, to chafe a rival hence. 
And keep the field alone. Oh ! (hall I leave him 
To gaze whole days ; to learn to rea<^oar eye; 
To ftudy your delights ; to chide the wind's 
Too rude approach ; to bid the ground be imooth ; 
To follow, like your (hadow, where you go ; 
Tread in your fteps ; perhaps— to touch your hand f 
O death ! to minifter in little things ; 
From half a |;lance to prophefy your will. 
And do it, ere well form'd in your own mind ? 
Gods ! gods ! while worlds divide me from my princ^fs. 
That, ihould (he call, Demetrius might grow old, - 
Ere he could reach her feet. 

Erixenb. 

l£ Per/eus* lore 
Pains you, it pjuns me more. Is your heart griev'd f 
Mine is tormented: But fince Philips felf 
Is love's great advocate, a flat refufal 
But blows their rage, and haflens your deftru^on. 
Had I not that to fear ! were j0if fecure ! 

3 W 
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Pd eafe my bofom of its full difdain. 
And dalh this bold prefamer on his birth* 
Bat^ fee ! the grand proceffion. 

Demetrius. 

We muft join it. 

Enter the King> Perseus, Romans, Aktigonus, He, 

King. 
Let the pioceffion halt I and here be paid* 
Before yon flaming altar, thanks to heav'n. 
That brings us fafe to this aufpicious day ! 
The great Lnftration of our martial powers, 
Whidh, from its diftant birth to prefent time. 
Unfolds the glories of this antient einpire. 
And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 
Post h u m i vs* [ PfiintingJ] 
What figure's that, O PhiUp ! which precedes I 

King. 
The founder of our Empire, furious fon 
Of great Alcid^s. We're ally'd to heav'n; 
And you, I think, call Romdus a god.-« 
That, Philip, fecond of our name ; and here, 
O bend with awe to him, whofe red right hand 
Hurl'd proud Darius like a flar from heav'n. 
With lefler lights around him, flaming down. 
And bid the laurell'd fons of Macedonia 
Drink their own Ganges. 

Perseus. [AJitle /& Demetrius.] 

Give him his helmet, brother. 
Ki N G. [To bis fins, ] 
You lead the troops that join in mock encounter ; 
And in no other may you ever meet ! 
But march one way, and drive the world before you. 
The viAor, as our antient rites decree, 

MuH 
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Mttft hold a feaft» and triumph in the bowl. 

Demetrius. 
I long, my lord, to fee the charge begin ; 
The brandifliM faulchion, and the clafliing helm» 
Tho' but in fport; it ia a fport for men* 
Raw Alexander thas began his fame. 
And overthrew Darius^ firfl, at home. 
We'll pradife o'er the plans of future conqueits. 
While neighbouring nations tremble at our play ; 
And own the fault in fortune, not in us. 
That we but want a foe to be immortal. 

Pbrsevs. 
You have fupj^yM my wants : I thank you, brother. 
King. [Ri/mg^ and coming fimnardi* MufU^ 
How vain all outward effort to fupply 
The foul with joy ! The noon*tide fun is dark. 
And mufic diicord, when the heart is low : 
Avert its omen ! What a damp hangs on me ! 
Thefe fprighdy tuneful airs but fkim along 
The furface of my foul, not enter there : 
She does not dance to this inchanting found. 
How, like a broken inilrnment, beneath 
The ikilful touch, my joylefs heart lies dead ! 
Nor anfwers to the mafter's hand divine ! 

Antigonus. 
When men once reach their autumn, fickly joys 
Fall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees. 
At ev'ry little breath misfortune blows ; 
Till» left quite naked of their happinefs. 
In the chill blafts of winter they expire. 
This is the common lot. Have comfort then : 
Your grief will 4amp the triumph. 
King. 

It is over. 
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Hear too ; the trumpet calls us to the field. 

And now this phantom of a fight begins. 

Fslr princefs, you and I will go together, , 

As Priam and bright Heim did of old. 

To view the war. Your eyes will make them bolder, ' 

And raife the price of viftory itfelf. 

[JU go out but Ferfeus, nvho bos eh/erved Demetrius 
and Erixene all this time cowverfing^ andftaj^t behind 
thoughtful and difturb\d. 

Perseus. 

Before my face (he feeds him with her fmiles : 

The king looks on, nor difapproves the crime; 

And the boy takes them as not due to me. 

Without remorfe, as happy as fhc'll make him. 

Perilh all three ! I'll feek allies elfewherc; 

Father and brother, nay, a miftrefs too. 

Deftruaion, rife ! Though thou art black as night 

Thy mother, and as hideous as i^air ; 

I'll clafp thee thus, nor think of woman more 

How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 

Her poifon I O to ftab him in her arms ! 

And yet do lefs than they have done to me. 

Enter Fericles. 
Pericles. 
Where is my prince ? The nation's on the wing; 
No bofom but exults ; no hand but bears 
A garland, or a trophy : And fhall Perjeus ■ 

Perseus. 
Vengeance ! 

[Shouts twithin* 
Pbriclss. 
Hear how with ihouts they rend the ikies ! 
3 Perssus. 
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Perseus. 
Give me my vengeance ! 

Pericles. 

Forty thoufand men. 
In poliih'd annonr, fliine againft the fun. 

Perseus. 
Dare but another word, and not of vengeance. 
And I will ufe thee, as I wouM— my brother. 

Pericles. 
Vengeance I on whom ? 

Perseus. 

On him. 

Pericles. 

What vengeance? 
Perseus. 

Blood. 
Pericles. 
Tis yours. 

Perseus. 
What god will give it me ? 
Pericles. 

Your own right hand^ 
Perseus. 
I dare not— for my father. 

Pericles, 

You fliall dare. 

Perseus. 
Shalt thou dare give encouragement to Per/euj f 
Unfold thy purpofe ; I»U outihoot the mark. 

Pericles. 
Where are you going ? 

Perseus. 

To the mock encounter. 

PsaicLEs. 
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Pericles. 
VfhsLt more like mock encoanter than the tn/i f 

Perseus. 
Enoughs-He's dead ! 'Twas accident ; 'twas error : 
No matter what* Ten thoofand fhare the blame. 

Pericles. 
Hold> Sir ! I had forgot : On this occafion> 
The troops are fearch'd ; and foils alone are worn, 
Infteadof fwords. 

Persevs. 
An ofier were enough. 
Who pdns my heart, plants thunder in my hand. 

Pericles. 
But ihould this fail-rr* 

Perseus. 
Impoflible ! 
Pericles. 

But, fhould it, 
Th^ banquet follows. 

Perseus. 

Poifbn in his wine. 
I thank the gods ! my fpirits are reviv'd ! 
I draw immortal vigour from that bowl i 

Pericles. 
Nay, fhould both fail, the field and banquet too, 
AH fails not ; fairer hopes to fair fucceed : 
For know, my lord, the kbg received with joy 
The marriage-fcheme, and fent for Dymas* daughter. 

Perseus. 
Then there's a fecond ix>wl of poifon for him. 

Pericles. 
Yet more : This ev'ning thofe ambafladors. 
Which Pbilif fent to RoaUf beneath the name 
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Of public bufinefsy bat, in titidiy to learn 
Your brother's condud, axe expe&ed home* 

P£R3XUS» 

Thofe whom I iwore, before they parted hence. 

In dreadful facraments of wine and blood. 

To bring back fuch reports, as fiiou'd deilroy him ^— » 

And what if, to complete our fecret plan» 

We feign a letter to his friend the confol. 

To ftrengthen our ambafladors' report ? 

Pbricles. 
That care, my lord, be mine : I know a knav^ 
Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 
Old Siuintius* hand and feal, by former letters 
Sent to the king ; which you can gain with eafe. 

Pbrsbvs. 
Obferve— This morning, at their interview. 
The Romans, in effedl, inform'd the king. 
That Tbrace was theirs, and order'd him reflore 
The princefs. This will give much air of truth. 
If our fbrg'd letters fay the Romans crown 
Demetrius king of Tin-ace,- and promife more. 

Pbkicles* 
My lord, it fhall be done. 

Perseus. 

All cannot fail. [Trsmfeis* 
Pericles. 
The trumpets found; the troops zt6 mounted. 
Perseus* 

Vengeance J; 
Sweet vengeance calls : Nor ever call'd a god 
Such fwift obedience : Like the rapid wheel, 
I kindle in the courfe ; I'm there already ; 
^atch the bright weapon; bound into my feat; 

Strike; 
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Strike ; trinrnph ; fee him gafping on the ground. 

And life> love^ empire, fpritfging from his woand. 

When godlike ends, by means unjuft, fucceed. 

The great refult adorns the daring deed. 

Virtue's a fhackle under fair difguife. 

To fetter fools, while we bear off the prize. [Exeu/tt. 
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Enter Perseus. 
Persevs« 
OWARDS in ill, like cowards in the field. 



c 



Are fore to be defeated. To flrike home. 
In both^ is prudence : Gailt> begun, muft fly 
To guilt confummate, to be fafe. 

Enter Pericles, 

Pericles. 

My lord* 

Perseus* 
Biflurb not my devotions ; they decline 
The beaten track, the common path of pray 'r——^ 
Ye pow'rs of darknefs ! that rejoice in ill ; 
All fwom by Styx, with peftilential blafb 
To wither every virtue in the bud ; 
To keep the door of dark confpiracy. 
And fnufF the grateful fumes of human blood. 
From fulphur blue, or your red beds of fire. 
Or your black ebon thrones, aufpicious rife ; 
And, burfting thro' the harriers of this world. 
Stand in dread contraft to the golden fun ; 
Fright day-light hence with your infernal fmiles. 
And howl aloud your fomudable joy. 
While I traniport you with the fair record 
Of what your faithful minifter has done. 
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feeyond your bfpiration, felf-impell'd. 
To fpread your empire^ and fecure his own. 
Hear, and applaud.-— Now, Pericles / proceed : 
Speak ; is the letter forg'd ? 

Pericles. 

This moment; and might cheat 
The canning eye of jealoufy itfelf. 

Perseus. 
'Tis well : Art thou appris'd of what hath paft 
Since laft we parted ? 

Pericles. 
No> my lord. 

Perseus. 

Then ronfe 
Thy whole attention: Her^ we are in private : 
Know then, my Pericles, the mock encounter 
I turn'd, as taught by thee, to real rage. 
But blafted be the cowards which I led ! 
They trembled at a boy. 

Pericles. 

Hal 

Perseus. 

Mai^ me well : 
The villdns fled ; but feon my prudence tnm'd 
To good account that momentary ihame. 
Thus I pretend 'twas voluntary flight 

To fave a brodier's blood : accufing him 
As author of that conflifl I declined. 
And he purfu'd with ardour and fuccefs. 

Pericles. 
That's artful. What cnfu'd ? 

Perseus. 
^ The banquet fbllowM, 

Held by the vidor, as our rites require : 
Vol. II. K To 
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To wliich his cafy natofe, iboB wppe^d. 

Invited me. I went not; Irat £eat ^nes 

To learn what pais'd : whick ipics» by damot detcAdL 

(Obferve me) were ill os'd. 

PiftlGLES. 

By ¥fhom ? your brother? 

Pekseus. 
No ; by his fons of riot. He feon after. 
Not knowing that my fervants were abesM, 
Kind, and gay-hearted, came to vifit me. 
They, who mifos'd my (pies, for felf-defence. 
Concealed their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
Of this inform'd, again my genius ferv'd me.— — «■ 

Pericles. 
Yon took oocafion, from tfaeie few in armst 
To charge a marderoas affiialt on all. 

Perseus. 
True, Ptricles: But mark my whofe addids : 
Againft my brother fwift I bar my gates ; 
Fly to my father ; and, with artful tears, 
Accttfe Demetrius ; frft, of turning fports; 
And gniltlefs exerdfe, to mortal rage ; 
Then, of inviting am (ftill blacker guilt !) 
To fmiling death in an invenoaii'd bowl ; 
And, loft, that, both thefe feiiing, mad with ragf^ 
He threw his fchemes of bafflod art afide. 
And with arm'd men avow'dly fbaght my life. 

Pericles. 
Three ftartling articles, and weU concerted. 
Following each other in an eafy train. 
With fair fimilitude of truth! But, Sir, 
How bore your father ? 

Perseus. 

Oh'heihoQkl hcfeUE 

Nor 
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Nor was Ids fleeting fiml recalled with eafe. 

PiRICLES. 

What (aid he, wlieii recover'd ? 

Pbrsbus. 

His refolve 
I know not yet ; hut, &e, his minion comes ; 
And comes perhaps to tell me— >But I'll go; 
Soibun mj part« and echo loud my wrongs* 
Nought fo like innocence^ as perfed guilt* 
If he brings aught of moment, you'll inform me* 

[iff Perfeus goes off, be is feiz^d hy oficers. 

Enter Dymas. 
Pericl£s. 
How fares the king ? 

Dtmas. 
Ev'n as an aged oak 
Pulht to and fro, the labour of the ilorm ; 
Whofe fargeft branches are ftrn^ off by thunder ; 
Yet ftill he lives, and on the mountain groans ; 
Strong in afflidtion, awful from his wounds^ 
And more revered in ruin, than in glory. 

Pbriolbs# 
I hear prince Perfeus has accus'd his brother* 

Dtmas. 
True ; and the king's commands are now gone ftrth 
To throw them both in chains ; for farther thought 
Makes PbiUp doubt die truth of Perjeus" charge. 

Pbrxclbs. 
What then is his defign ? 

Dtmas. 

They both this hour 
Mnft plead their caufe before him : Nay« aljvady, 

Ka His 
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Vis nobles, jadges» counfeDors* are met ; 

And public juftice wears her ftemefl form :. 

A more momentous trial ne'er was known ; 

Whether the pleaders yoa furvey as brothers. 

Or princes known in arts, or fam'd for arms ; 

Whether you ponder, in their awful judge. 

The tender parent, or the mighty king. 

Grace, Athens hears the caufe : The great refult 

Is life^ or death ; is infamy, or ^une« [Trumpets, 

fSRICLES. 

What trumpets thefe ? 

Dymas. 

They funmon to the court. 
[Exeunt. 
S C*E N E drenns ; the Court, King, li<. 
Enter Dymas, and takes his place ly the King. 
King. 
Bring forth the pnfoners. 
Strange trial tliis ! Here fit I to debate. 
Which vital limb to lop, nor that to fave. 
But render wretched life more wretched itill. 
What fee I, but heav'n's vengeance, in my fons ? 
Their guilt a fcourge for mine : 'Tis thus heaven write • 
Its awful meaning, plain in human duds. 
And language leaves to man. 

Enter Perseus and Demetrius in chains y from different 
fides of the ft age % Vtritm follow* d fy Pericles, and De- 
metrius hy Antigonus. 

Dymas. 

Dread Sir, your fons. 
King. 
I have no fons; and that I ever had, 

2 h 
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Is now my heavieft caife : And yet what care^ 

What pains, I took to curb their riiing rage I 

How often have 1 rang'd thro' hiftory 

To find examples for their private ufe ? 

The Tbehan brothers did I fet before them— — 

What blood ! what defolation ! but in vain ! 

For thee> Demttriusy did I gp to Rome, 

And bring thee patterns thence of brothers' love; 

The ^intii, and the Scipto*s : but in vain ! 

If I'm a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

If I'm a father, where's your duty to me ? 

If (Ad, your veneration due to years f 

But I have wept, and yon have fwom, in vain ! 

I had youc ear, and emnity your heart. 

How was this morning's counfel thrown away ! 

How happy is your mother in the grave ! 

She, when (he bore you, fuffer'd lefs : Her pangs. 

Her pungent pangs, throb thro' the father's heart. 

Demetrius* 
You can't condemn me. Sir, to worfe than this. 

King. 
Than what, thou young deceiver f While I live. 
You both with impious wifhes grafp my fceptre : 
Nothing is facred, nothing dear, but Empire ; 
Brother, nor &ther, can you bear; fierce luft 
Of Empire bums, extinguifh'd all befide. 
Why pant you fiw it ? To give others awe ? 
Be therefore aw'd yourfelves, and tremble at it. 
While in a father's hand. 

Dymas. 

My lord, your warmth 
Defers the bufinefs* 

King. 
Am I then too warm f 

K 3 . They 
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They that (hould flieher me from ey'iy Uaft, 

To be themfelves the ftorm ! Oh ! how Rome triimiphs I 

Oh ! how they bring this hoary head to ihame ! 

Conqueft and fame^ the labour of my life. 

Now tarn againft roe ; and call ki the woM 

To gaze at what was Philip, bat who now 

Wants ev'n the wretch's privileg&«-a Wift. 

What can I ^iih ? IXeputrius may be giiiklefi. 

What then is Perjkus f Judgment hangs as yet 

Doubtful o'er them; but I'm condemn'd already; 

For both are mine ; and one—is foul as hell. 

Should thefe two hands wage war, (thefe hands lefs dear !) 

What boots it which prevails \ In both I bleed. 

But I have done. Speak, Ftrfeus, and at large ; 

You'll have no iecond hearing. Thoa forbear. 

\T9 Deaetrioi. 
Fersbus. 
Speak !— p'Twas with Utinoft ftruggle I forbore. 
Thefe chains were fcarce defign'd to reach my tongue : 
Their trefpa^ is fufficient^ ftopping here. 

\Shewing bis arms* 
Thefe chains I for what } Are chains for tnnoceace I 
Not fo ; for, fee» Dtmetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I was, to tremble at vain laws ; 
Nor learn from him defiance of their frown ; 
Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 
Blood>thirfty flabbers, and their deilin'd prey ; 
Per/eus, and He— I will not call him brother : 

[Pointing at Demetrius. 
He wants not that enhancement of his guilt. 

Ring. 
But'dofer to the point; and lay before us 
Your whole deportment this iU-fated day. 

PsasEVs. 
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Persbvs. 
Scarce was he cool from that embrace this morning. 
Which yoit injcin'd* and I fincerely gave ; 
Nor thought he plann'd my death within my arms; 
When, holding vile oaths, honoar, doty, love. 
He fir'd oor friendly fports to mardal rage. 
If war, why not fair war ? But that has danger. 
From hofUle conflict, as from brothers' play. 
He blnih'd not to invite me to his banquet. 
I went not; and in that was I to blame? 
Think yon, there nothing had been found but peace. 
From whence (bon after fally'd armed men ? 
Think yon I nothing had to fear from fwords. 
When from theiry^/// I fcarce efcap'd with life ? 
Or poifon might bis vak)ur fuit as well-*- : 
This pafs'd, as fuits his wifdom, Macedonians ! 
Who volts o'er elder brothers to a throne. 
With an arm'd rout he came to vifit me. 
Did I refofe to go, a bidden gueft ? 
And ihould I welcome him, a threatening foe ? 
Refenting my refufal ; boiling for revenge ! 

Demetrius. 
'Tis falfe. 

Antigonus* 
Forbear— The king ! 
Perseus. 

Had I received them. 
You now had moum'd my death, not heard my caufe.— 
Dares he deny he brought an armed throng ? 
Call thofe I name ; who dare this deed, dare all ; 
Yet will not dare deny, that this is true. 
My death alone can yield a ftronger proof; 
Will no lefs proof than that content a father? 

K 4 Pericles. 
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Pericles. 
Ferjeust you be, has art, as well as fire ; 
Nor have the wars worn Athens from his tongue.. 

Perseus. 
Let him, who feeks to bathe in brother's blood. 
Not find well-pleas'd the fountain whence it flow'd : 
Let him, who fhudders at a brother's knife. 
Find refuge in the bofom of a father : 
For where elfe can I fly ? whom elfe implore ? 
I have no Romans^ with their eagles wings. 
To fhelter me ; Demetrius borrows thofe. 
To mount full rebel-high : I have their hatred ; 
And, thanks to heav'n ! deferve it : Good Demetrius 
Can fee your towns and kingdoms torn away 
By thefe proteSiors ; and ne'er lofe his temper. 
My weaknefs ! I confefs, it makes me rave ; 
It makes me weep— and my tears rarely flow. 

Pericles. 
Was ever ftronger proof of filial love ? 

Perseus. 
Vain are Rome's hopes, while you and I furvive : 
But (hould the fword take me, and age my father, 
(Heav'n grant they ka've him to the ftroke of age ! ) 
The kingdom, and the king, are both their own; 
A duteous loyal king, a fceptred ilave, 
A willing Macedonian flave to Rome. 

King. 
Firft let an earthquake fwallow Macedonia. 

Perseus. 
How, at fuch news, would Hannibal rejoice ? 
How the great ftiade of Alexander fmile ? 
The thought quite choaks me up : I can no more. 

King, 
Proceed ! 

Perseus. 
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Persbus. 

No, Sir Why have I fpoke at all? 

•Twas needlefs : Philip juftifies my charge j 
PIfiiip*s the fingle witnefs which I call^ 
To prove Demetrius guilty. 

King. 

What doft mean? 
Perseus. 
What mean I, Sir ! what mean I !— »To run mad ; 
For who, unihaken both in heart and brain. 
Can recoiled it ! 

King. 
What? 
Persbvs. 

This morning's infult. 
This morning they procbdm'd him Philips king : 
This morning they forgave you for his fake. 
O pardon, pardon !<— I could fhike him dead. 

King. 
More temper. 

Perseus. 
Not more truth ; that cannot be ! 
And that it cannot, one proof can't eicape you ; 
For what but truth could make me. Sir, fo bold? 
Rome puts forth all her ilrength to crown her minion* 
Demetrius* vices, thriving of themfelves. 
Her fdfome flatt'ries dung to ranker growth. 
Demetrius is the burden of her fbng ; 
Each river, hill, and dale, has learnt his name; 
While elder Pgr/eus in a whiiper dies. 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrius gives us peace ; 
Demetrius is our god, and ^would be fo.— 
My fight is ihort : Look on him you chat can : 
What fage experience fits upon his brow. 

What 



ijS THE BROTHERS. 

What awfbl marks of wifdonij who vouchfafes 
To patronize a Father^ and a King ? 
Such patronage is treafon. 

King. 

Treafon! Death! 

Persbus. 
Nor let the ties of blood bind up the hands 
Of juitice ; Nature's ties are broke already : 
For, who contend before yon ?«— Your two ions ?«-• 
No; read aright; 'tis Maeedon^ and Rome* 
A well-maik'd foreigner, and your— -0/1^ fon. 
Guard of your life, and— exile of your love. 
Now, bear me to my dungeon : What fo fit 
As darknefs, chains, and death, for fuch a traitor I 

King. 
Speak, Demttrius, 

Antigonvs. 
My lord, he cannot Ipeak; accept his tears— 
Inilead of words. 

Perseus. 

His tears are ^fe as they-i«— > 
Now, with fine phrafe, and fo[^pery of tongue. 
More graceful a£don, and a fmoother tone. 
That orator of fable, and hxt face. 
Will ileal on your brib'd hearts, and, as you liAen> 
Plain truth, and I, plain Perfius, are forgot. 

Demetrius. 
My Father ! King ! and Judge ! thrice awful power ! 
Your Son, your Subjed, and your Prifbner, hear; 
Thrice humble ilate ! If I have grace of fpeech^ 
(Which gives, it feems, oiFence) be that no crime 
Which oft has ferv'd my country^ and my king : 
Nor in my brother let it pafs for virtue. 
That, as he is, ungracious he would feem : 

For, 
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For» oh 1 he wants not art> tho* grace xaay fiul him : 

The wonted aids of thofe that are accus'd^ 

Has my accufer feiz'd. He (hed hUe tears. 

That my true ferrows might fafpeded iiow : 

He feeks my life> and calls f»e Murderer ; 

And vows no refuge can he find on earth« , 

That / may want it in a father's arms ; 

Thofe arms^ to which e'en Grangers fly for fafet^. 

King. 
Speak to your charge. 

DEMBTaiVS. 

He charges me with treafbn: 
If Pm a traitor^ if I league with Rome, 
Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treafon then no crime, till (as he feigns) 
I fought his life ? Dares Fer/eus hold, fo much, 
Hb father's welfare cheaper than his own i 
Lefs caufe have I, a brother, to complain. 
He fays, I wade for empire through his blood : 
He fays, I place my confidence in Rome : 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow ? 
Will then a fceptre, dipt in brother's blood. 
Conciliate love, and make my reign fecure ? 
Falfe are both charges ; and he proves them falfe. 
By placing them together. 

Antioonus. 

That's well urg'd. 

Demetrius. 
Mark, Sir, how Perfius, unawares, abfolves me 
From guilt in all, by loading all with guilt. 
Did I defign him pc^n at my feafl ? 
Why then did I provoke him in the field ? 
That, as he did, he might rcfufe to come ? , 
When angry he rcfus'd, I fhould have footh'd 

His 
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Ifis itttt'd rdentmenty and deferr'd the blow ; 
Not deftin'd him that moment to my iword. 
Which I before inftni6ied him to fhan. 
Thro' fear of deaths did he decline my banquet f 
Could I exped admittance dien at his ? 
Theic nnmeroas pleas at variance* overthrovr 
Each other, and are advocates for me. 

Pekseus. 
No* Sir ; Poftbumius b his advocate. 

King. 
Art thoa afrud that I (hoold hear him out ? 

Demetrius. 
Quit then this pi^lare, thb well- painted fear. 
And come to that, which touches him indeed. 
Why is Demetrius not defpis'd of all. 
His fecond in endowments, as in birth ? 
How dare I draw the thoughts of Macedon T 
How dare I g^n efteem with foreign powers ? 
Eileem, when gained, how dare I to preferve ? 
Thefe are his fecret thoughts ; thefe burn within ; 
Thefe iHng up accufations in his foul ; 
Turn friendly vifits to foul fraud, and murder ; 
And pour in poifon to the bowl of love. 
Merit is Treafon in a younger brother. 

King. 
But clear your condud^ with regard to Rotiu* 

Dem£triu)s. 
Alas ! dread Sir, I grieve to find fet down. 
Among my crimes, what ought to be my praiie. 
That I went hoftage, or ambafifador. 
Was Plnlip*& high command, not my rcqueft : 
Indeed, when there, in both thofe charaders, 
I bore in mind to whom I owe my birth : 
Rom'^ favour foUow'd. If it is a crime 



To 
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To be regarded, fpare a crime you caas'd ; 
Caused by your orders, and examples too. 
True, Pm Rome^s friend, while Rom is your ally : 
When not, this hoftage, this ambaffador. 
So dear, ftands forth the fierceft of her foes; 
At your command, flics fwift on wings of £re, 
The native thunder of a father's arm. 

Amtigonus. 
There fpokc, at once, the Hero, and the Son. 

Demetrius. 
To dofe— -To thee, I grant, fome thanks are due ; 

[Speaking to Perfeus. 
Not for thy kindnefs, but malignity : 
Thy character's my friend* though thou my foe : 
For, fay, whofe temper promifes moft guilt ? 
Perfeus, importunate, demands my death : 
I dp not zSl for his : Ah ! no ; I feel 
Too pow'rful nature pleading for him htn : 
But were there no fraternal tie to bind me, 
A ion of Philif muft be dear to me. 
If you, my hiker, had been angry with me^ 
An elder brother, a leis aweful parent. 
He ihould aifwage you^ he fhould intercede* 
Soften my failings, and indulge my youth : 
But my afylum drops its character ; 
J find not there my refcue, but my ruin. 

Pbrseus. 
His bold afliirance— 

Xing. 
Do not interrupt him ; 
But let thy brother finiih his defence. 

Demetrius. 
O Per/eus I how I tremble as I ijpeak I 
Where is a brother's voice; a brother's eye ? 

Whei« 



1 
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Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 
Where is our awefid father's dread cooimand ? 
Where a dear, dying mother's laft requeft f 
Forgot, fcom'd, hated, trodden under foot ! 
Thy heart, how dead to ev'ry call of nature ! 
Unfon'd ! unbrother'd ! nay, unhumaniz'd ! 
Far from affedion, as thou'rt near in blood ! 
Oh ! Per/eus, Per/eus /—But my heart's too full. 

{Falls m Antigonof* 
Kxftc. 
Support him. 

Perseus. 
Vengeance overtake his crimes. 
King. 
No more ! 

Anticonus. 
See, from his hoary brow, he wipes the dew. 
Which agony wrings from him. 
King. 

Oh! my friend, 
Thefe boys at ftrife, like Mtn£s ftmggling flames, 
Convulfions caufe, and make a moontain (hake ; 
Shake Philips iirmnefs, and convulfe his heart ; 
And, with a fiery flood of. civil war. 
Threaten to deluge my divided land. 
I've heard them both ; by neither am oonvinc'd i 
And yet Dtmetrius* words went through my heart.-** 
A double crime, Demetrius^ is your charge ; 
Fondnefs for RonUf and hatred to your brother. 
If you can clear your innocence in one, 
'Twill give us caufe to diink yon wrong'd in both. 

Dbmbtrivs. 
How fliall I clear it. Sir ? 

z . King. 
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King. 

This honeil man 
Detefts the Romans: If yoa wed his daughter, 
Rome's foe becomes the guardian of your faith. 

Demetrius. 
I told you. Sir, when I return'd from iS<»»r— — 

King. 
How— -Doft thou want an abfolate command ? 
Your Brother, Father, Country, all exad it. - 
An t I CON us. [Jfide to Demetrius.] 
See yonder guards at liand, if you refufe. 
Nay, more ; a father, fo diHrefs'd, demands 
A fon's compaffion, to becalm his heart. 
Oh! Sir, comply. 

Demetrius. [Jfide to Antigonus.] 

Thcrcl there! indeed, you touch me ! 
Beiides, if I'm con&i'd, and Perjeus free, 
1 never, never, fhall behold hrr more.. ■ - 
Pardon, ye gods ! an artifice forc'd on me. 
Dread Sir, your fon complies. [To tie king^ 

Dym4s» 

Aftonifhment! 
King. 
Stnke off his chains. Nay, Per/eus too is free ; 
They wear no bonds, but thofe of duty, now. 
Dymas, go thank the prince : He weds your daughter; 
And higheft honours pay your high defert. 

[Exeunt all hut Dymas and Demetrius. 
Dymas. 
O, Sir, without prefumption, may I dare 
To lift my raviih'd thought ?— • 
Demetrius. 

In what I've done 
I paid a duty to niy father's will : 

And 
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And fet you an e^canaple^ where 'tis dtte> 
Of not with-holding yours. 

Dymas. 

My duty. Sir, 
To you, can never fail. 

Demetrius. 

Then, Dymas, I requeft thee, 
Gq feek the king, and fave me from a marriage 
My brother has contrived, in artful malice, 
"f o make nie lofe my Father, or my Love. 
Go, charge the juft refufal on thyfelf. 

Dymas. 
What Philtp authorizes me to wifli. 
You, Sir, may difappoint : But, to take on me 
The load of the refdal 

Demetrius. 

Is no more 
Than Dymas owes his honour, if he'd fhun 
The natural fumufe, that he concurr'd 
In brewing this fojol treafbn. 

Dymas. 

Sir, the king 
J^nows what he does ; and if he feeks my glory—— 

Demetrius. 
In a degree deftrudtive of his own, 
'Tis yours to difappoint him, or renounce 
Your duty to your king. 

Dymas. 
You'll better tell ■ 
Demetrius. 
Yes, better tell the king, he wounds his honour. 
By lifting up a mnion from the duft. 
And mating him with princes. Ufe ypur power 
Againft yourfelf : Yes, ufe it, like a mattt 

In 
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In femng him who gave it.. Thos you'll make 
Indulgence, juftice, and abfolve your mailer. 
Though kings delight in railing what they love, 
Lefs owe they to themfelves, than to the throne; 
Nor muA they proftitute its majefly. 
To fwell a fubjcft's pride, howe'er deferving. 

Dymas. 
What the king grants mo ■- 

Demetrius. 

Talk not of a grant: 
What a king ougJ^ net, that he cannot give; 
And what is more than meet from princes' bounty. 
Is plunder, not a grant. Think you, his honour 
A perquiiite belonging to your place. 
As favourite paramount ? Preferve the king 
From doing wrong, though wrong is done' for jr^w; 
And fhew, 'tis not in favour to corrupt thee. 

Dymas. 
I fought not. Sir, this honour. 

Demetrius* 

fiut would take it* 
True majefty^s the very foul of kings ; 
And reditude's the foul of majeily : 
If mining minions fap that re£litude. 
The king may live, but majefty expire*: 
And he that leflens majefty, impairs 
That jufl obedience public good requires ; 
Doubly a traitor, to the Crown, and State. 

Dymas. 
JMuft I refufe what Philips pleas'd to give? 

Demetrius. 
Can a king give thee more than is his Own f 
Know, a king's dignity is fuilic wealth ; 
On that fubiifts the nation's fame, and power* 
VouII. h ShaU 
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Shall fawning fycophants, to plump themfdves^ 
Eat up their mafter, and dethrone his glory ? 
What are fach wreuhes ? What^ but vapours fbnf. 
From fens and bogs, by royal beams exhal'd. 
That radiance intercepdng, which (hould chear 
The land at large ? Hence fubjedls hearts grow cold^ 
And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : 
But^ then 'ds flipp'ry {landing for the mnion: 
Stains on his ermin» to their royal mailer 
Such mifcreants are ; not jewels in his crown* 
If you perfift, Sip*^But, of words, no more ! 
To me> to threat, is harder than to do \ 

Dymas. 
Let me embrace this genuine fon of Empire; 
When the debates divide the doubtful land. 
Should I not know the prince moft fit to reign ? 
I've try'd you, as an eagle tries her young. 
And find, your dauntlefs eye is fix'd on glory. 
I'll to the king, and your commands obey.-*-— 
We muft give young men opiates in a fever. [Jjidi. 

Yes, boy, I will obey thee, to thy ruin. 
ErixiM fhall ftrike thee dead for this. [ExU Dymas. 

Demetrius. 
Thefe Statefmen nothing woo, but Gold and Power. 
I'm a bold advocate for ether love ; 
Though, at their bar, indided for a fool. 
When reafon, like the fkilful charioteer. 
Can break the fiery pafHons to the bit. 
And, fpite of th^ir licentious fallies, keep 
The radiant track of glory ; ps^fions, then. 
Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reafon# 
Firm in her feat, snd fwift in her career. 
Enjoys their violence, and, fmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame, for high renown^ 

Tak« 
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Take then my fool, fair maid ! 'tis wholly thine ; 
And thence I feel an energy divine. 
When obje6b> worthy praife^ our hearts approvei^ 
Each virtue grows on c^onfecrated love : 
And, fure, fofc paffion claims to be forgiv'n» 
When love of beauty is the love of heav'n* 



h% ACT 
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ACT IV. 

Enter Erixbnb and Delia* 

EfclXENB. 

» 'T^ I S plain ! 'tis plain ! this marriage gains her father* 
X He joinM to Rome the crown. Thy words were trae : 
He woos the diadem ; that diadem which I 
Defpis'd for him. O, how unlike our loves ! 
But it is well ; he gives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas^ daughter ! What a fall is there ? 
Not the world's empire could repair his glory. 

Delia. 
Madam> you can't be mov'd too much !— -But why 
More now than at the firft ? 

Erixenb. 

At firft I doubted : 
Por who, that lov'd like me, could have believed f 
I dilbeliev'd what Pericles reported ; 
And thought it Perfeus* art to wound our loves. 
But when the good Jntigonus, fworn friend 
To falfe Demetrius, when his word confirmed it. 
Then pailion took me, as the northern blaft 
An autumn leaf. O gods ! the dreadful whirl ! 
But, while I fpeak^ he's with her : Laughs and plays ; 
Mingles his dalliance with infulting mirth ; 
To this new goddefs offers up my tears ; 
Ycs« with mj ihame and torture, woos her love. 

I fee. 
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I fee, hear, feel it ! O thefe raging fires ! 

Can then the thing we fcorn give fo much pain ? 

Delia. 
Madam, thefe tranfports give him caufe to triumph* 

Erixbnb, 
I vent my grief to thee ; he ne'er fliall know it. 
If I can't conquer, I'll conceal my paflion ; 
And ftifle all its pangs beneath difdain. 

Delia. 
The greateft minds are mod relenting too : 
If then Demetrius fhould repent his crime^-— 

Erixenb, 
If ftill my paffion burns, it fhall burn inward: 
On the fierce rack in iilence I'll expire. 
Before one iigh efcape me— -^Tf repent ! 
What wild extravagance of thought is thine ? 
But did he ? Who repents, has once been faUe : 
In bve, repentance but declares our guilt ; 
And injured honour«-ihall exadt its due. 
In v^ his love, nay mine fhould groan in vain ! 
Both are devoted. Vengeance, vengeance, reigns I 
Our firft love murder'd, is the iharpeft pang 
A human heart can feel. 

Delia* 

The king approaches. 

Enter the Kino, ^c. 
King. 
Madam, at length we fee the dawn of peace^ 
And hope an end of our domeftic jars. 
The jealous Perfeus can no longer fear ^^ 
Demetrius is a Roman ; fince this day 
Makes him the fon of Djmas, Rome's worft foe* 

L i EmxENi. 
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EitlXBKB. 

Already, Sir, Vve heard, and heard with joy, 
Th' important news. 

Kino. 

To make our blifs run o'er, 
Yoa> Madami will complete what heav'n begins ; 
And fave the loye-fick Per/eus from defpair : 
That marriage would leave Rmg without pretence 
To touch our conqueft ; and for ever join 
To thefe dominions long-difputed Tbracf* 
Enter Dymas, 
Erixsne. 
Though Thraci by conqueft ftoops to Macitkn^ 
I know my rank, and would preserve its due. 
With meditated coldnefs have I heard 
Prince Ftrfiu^ vows ; unwilling to confent« 
Before reftor'd to my fbre&thers throne. 
Left that confent fhould merit little thanks. 
As. flowing lefs from choice than your command ; 
But iince the RmnaH pride will find account 
In my periifting ftill ; and FhiUp fuffer ; 
I quit the lofty thought on whidi I ftood> 
And yield to your requeft. 

King* 

Indulgent gods ! 
Bleft moment ! How will this with tranfpbrt fill 
The doubtful Per/em^ after years of pain ! 

Dymas. 
My lord, I've heard what paft, and give you joy 
Oi Per/eus* nuptials, which your ftate requires ; 
But for Demetrius^'^xKirk of thofe no more. 
Far from accepting fuch a load of glory, 
I brmg, I bring, my lord, this forfeit head 
Doe to my bold refufal. 

2 King* 
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King. 

Dares the boy 
Fall from his promife ; and impofe 00 thee 
Forced difobedience to my royal pleafure ? 

Dymas. 
No> my moil honoured lord* there* there's my crime : 
Fond of the maid* with ardour he prefs*d on : 
Bat ihould I dare pc^ate his blood with mine ? 
fiut you* Sir* authorize it— ftill more bafe* 
To wrong a matter fo profufely kind. 

King. 
That man is noble on whom Fhilip fmiles. 
Come* come* there's fomething more in tlus-^explab; 

Dymas. 
Why am I forc'd on this ungrateful office ? 
Yet can't I tell you more than fame has told ; 
Which fays Demetrius'is in league with Rome, 
Why weds ambition then an humble maid* 
But to gun me to treafon ? What then follows ? 
They'll fay the fubtile datefman plann'd this marriage^ 
To raife his blood into his mailer's throne. 
Np* Sir* preferve my fame ; let life fuffice. 

Enter Pericles. 
Sio your ambafladors arriv'd from Rome^^ 

[Pre/ents a letter. 

King. 
Ha ! I mufi read it-p»this will tell me more. 

[J/ier reading it* 
O princefs ! now our only comfort flows 
From your indulgence to my better fon. 
This dreadful news precipitates my wiih. 
To keep rapacious Rome from feizing Thracet 
You cannot wed too foon : My fair ally i 
What if you blefs me* and my fon* to-morrow ? 

h 4 EaixENS. 
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Erixenb. 
Since you requeft^ and your affairs demand it» 
Without a blufh— I-thidcI may comply. 
King. 

daughter ! but no more— The gods will thank you ! 

1 go to blcfs my Perjeus with the news. 

Dymas. 
Thus the boy's dead in Empire, and in Love. 

[Exeunt King, Dymas, tfr. 
Erixbne. 
I triumph ! I*m revenged ! I reign ! I reign I 
Nor thank Demetrius* treafon for a crown. 
Love is our own caufe, honour is the gods. 
I can be glorious without happinefs ; 
fiut without glory never can be bleft . ■ ■■ 

Delia. 
*Tis well 5 but can you wed the man you fcorn > 

Erixene. 
Wed any thing for vengeance on the perjurM. 
1*11 now infult him from an higher fphere : 
This unexpeded turn may gall his pride. 
Whatever has pangs for him, has charms for me. 

Delia. 
A rooted love is fcarce fo foon remov'd. 

Erixene. 
If not, the greater virtue to controul it ; 
And ftrike at his heart, though 'tis through my own. 

Delia. 
I can't but praife this triumph ; yet I dread 
The combat ftill. And fee, the foe draws near. 
Enter Demetrius. 

DEMETRIV9* 

Erixem ! 

Erixene. 
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Erixene. 
My Lord ! 

Demetrius. > 

My pale cheek fpeaks. 
My trembling limbs prevent my faltering tongue. 
And afk yo u 

Erixene. 
What, my Lord ? 
Demetrivs. 

My LordT'-'^tx tft$ 
Confirm it true, and yet, without a crime, 
I can't believe it. O Erixem " 

Erixene* 
I guefs your meanbg. Sir ; but am furpriz'd 
That Dymas* ion ihould think of aught I do. 

Demetrius. 
Falfe are my fenfes ! falfe both ear and eye ! 
All, all be rather falfe than her I love 1 

Erixene. 
She paft not. Sir, this way« 

Demetrius. 

Is then my psdn 
Your fport ? And can Erixene pretend 
Herfelf deceived, by wh^t decciv'd the king ? 
An artifice made ufe of for your fake ; 
A proofs not violation, of my love. 
Erixene. 
I thought not of your love, nor artifice : 
Both were forgo't ; or rather, never known. 
But without artifice I tell you this ; 
Your brother lays his fceptre at my feet. 
And whofe example bids my heart refill 
The charms of empire I 

^ Demetrius. 
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Demetrius. 

This is wom«n*ft ikill : 
You ceafe to love, and from my condad ftrive 
To labour an excofe. For if indeed 
Yoa thooght me falfe, had you been thus ierene» 
Calm, and unruffled ? No ; my heart fays. No. 
Faflions, if great, though turn'd to their reverfet 
Keep their degree, and are great paffions fHlL 
And ihe who^ when (he thinks her lover falfe« 
Retains her temper, never loft her heart. 

Erixene. 
That I'm ferene, fays not I never bv'd. 
Indeed tke vulgar float as paflion drives ; 
But noble minds have rcafon for their queen. 
While you deferv'd, my paffion was fincere ; 
You change, my paffion dies. But pardon, Sir^ 
If my vsun mind thinks anger is too much : 
Take my negle£l ; I can aiFord no more. 

Demetrius. 
No : rage ! flame ! thunder \ give a thouiand deaths ! 
Oh ! refcue me from this more dreadful calm I 
This curft indifference ! which, like a froft 
In northern feas, out-does the fierceft ftorm* 
Commanded by my father to comply, 
I feign'd obedience >— Had I then rcfus'd— - 

Erixene. 
I grant the confequence had been moft dreadful ! 
I grant that Dymai* daughter had been angry* 

Demetrius. 
Aik Djmas with what rage- ■■■ 

EaxxE^fE, 

Yoa well might rage» 
To be refused. 

Demetrius. 
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Demetrius. 

Rcfus'd? 
Erixene. 

He told your fecret ; 
The king, and I, and all the court can witnefs, 

Demetrius. 
Refas'dl falfe villain ! O the perjured flave ! 
Hell-born impoftor ! Madam, 'tis mofl falfe ! 
Warm from my heart is every word I fpeak ! 
The villain lies ! Believe the pangs that rend me ; 
Believe the witnefs llreaming from my eyes. 
And let me fpeak no more. 

Erixenb, 

I do believe 
Your grief iincere* I've heard the msdd is fair. 

Demetrius..' . 
Proceed; and thus /W^^^ commit that crime 
You falfely charge on me. The crown has charmM yotf# 
How warm this morning did you prefs my flight ? 
The caufe is plain : An outrag'd lover's groan. 
And dying agony, moleft your ear. 
And hurt the mufic of a nuptial fong. 

Erixene. 
Since your inconftancy perfifb to charge 
Its crime on my ambition, I'll be kind. 
And leave you in poffeffion of an error. 
Of which you feem fo fond. 

Demetrius. 

Ah ! ftay one moment !• 
Ettfgr Perseus ami Pericles. 

Perseus, 
Erixene t 

Demctriui. 
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Difbadion ! [Starthi^,} 
Erixene* 

'Tis well dm'cL 
My lord, jotu brother doubts if i'm fincer^ 
And thinks (an error natural to him) 
111 break my vow to yoo.— You'U clear my hmc. 
And labour to convince him^ that to-morrow» 
Erixaii^ at once a bride and queen. 

[Exit £rixene» 
Perseus* 
When I have worked him up to violence. 
Bring thou the king, and pity my difbefs* 

[To Ferides> luBo gogs out* 
Demetrius^ 
On what Extremes ^treme diih^s impels me i 
In things impoffible I put my trufl ; 
I, in my only brother^ find a foe ; 
Yet in my rival, hope the greateft friend. 
When all our hopes are lodg'd in fuch expedient^ 
Tis as if poifbn were our only food ; 
And death was calFd on as the guard of life. 

Perseus. 
Why doll thou droop ? 

Demetrius. 

Becaufe I'm dead : quite dead 
To hope ; and yet rebellious to defpair ; 
Like ghoib unblefs'd, that burft the bars of death. 
Strange is my conduct ?— Stranger my diftrefs ; 
Beyond example both ! Who e'er before me 
Prefs'd his worft foe, to prove his trueft friend ? 
But though thou'rt not my Brother, thou'rt a Man ; ' 
And, if a man, companionate the worH 
That man can feel ; though found that word in me. 

Perseus; 
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Perseus. 
Wkatwould'ft? 

Demetrius. 
Unclinch thy talons from thy prey; 
Let the dove fly to this her neft again. [ Striking bis breafi* 
For, oh ! the maid's unalienably mine. 
Though now through rage run mad, and tumM to thee. 
How often have I languifti'd at her feet ? 
Baflc*d in her eye, and revell'd in her fmilcf 
How often, as ihe liften*d to my vows. 
Trembling and pale with agonies of joy. 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the liars .• 

Perseus. 
There Dymas^ daughter fhone above the reft, 
muftrious in thy fight. 

Demetrius. 

Thy taunt, how falfe !— — 
I no lefs prefs your int*reft than my own. 
"Think you 'tis poffible her heart, fo long 
Inclin'd to me, the price of all my vows, 
Purchas'd by tears and groans, and paid me down 
In tendereft returns of love divine. 
Can in one day be yours ?— — Impoffible \ 

Perseus. 
If I'm deceiv'd, Pm pleas'd with the deceit. 
How my heart dances in the golden dream ! 
In pity do not wake me till to-morrow*. 

Demetrius. 
Then thou'lt wake diftrafted. — Truft me, btother ! 
She gives her hand algne. 

Perseus. 

Nor need I more ; 
That hand's enough that brings a fceptre in it. 
I icorn 9 priAce who weds with meaner views^ 

Her 
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Her daty's mine, and I conceive finall psdn 
From your fweet error» that her love is yours. 
I'm pleas'd fuch cordial thoughts of your own merit 
Support you in diftrefs. 

Demetrius. 

inhuman Per/eus I 
If pity dwcUs within the heart of man. 
If due that pity to the laft dillrefs. 
Pity a lover exquiiitely pain'd ; 
A lover exquiiitely pain'd by you. 
Oh 1 in the name of all the gods, relent ! 
Give me my princefs I give her to my throes ! 
Amidft a thoufand j0« may chufe a Love ; 
The fpacious earth contains but one for me. * ■ 
But oh ! I rave : Art thou not he, the man 
Who drinks my groans like muiic at his ear ? 
And would as wine, as neflar, drink my blood I 
Are all my hopes of mercy lodg'd in thee ? 
O rigid gods I and ihall I then fall down ! 
Embrace thy feet, and bathe them with my tears f 
Yes, I will drown thee with my tears, my bloody 
So thou afford a human ear to pangs, 
A brother's pangs, a brother's broken heart. 

Persbus. 
Pardon, Demetrius^ but the princefs calls^ 
And I an^ bound to go. 

Demetrius. 

O ftay. {Laying hold of himn 

Perseus. 

You tremble. 
Demetrius. 
The princefs calls, and you are bound to go ? 

Perseus. 
E'en fo. 

Demetrius* 
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Dbmbtrivs. 
What princcfs i 

Perseus. 

Mine. 

Demetrius* 

rris falfc. 
Perseus. 

Unliand me. 
Demetrius. 
What, fee, talk, touch, nay tafte her ; like a bee 
Draw honey from her wounded lip, while I 
Am Hung to death ! 

Perseus. 
The triumph once was your's. 
Demetrius. 
Hip up my breaft, or you fliall never ftir. 
My heart may vifit her ! O ! take it with you. 
Have I not feen her, where flic has not been ? 
Have I not clafp'd her fhadow ? Trod her fteps ? 
Tranfported trod ! as if they led to heav'n I 
Each mom my life I lighted at her eye. 
And ev'ry evening, at its clofc, explr'd.— 

[Burfls into Uars^ 
Perseus. 
Fie I thou'rt a Roman ; can a Roman weep ? 
Sure Alexander* % helmet can fuftain 
Far heavier ftrokes than thefe.. For ftiame, Demetrius, 
E'en fnatch up the next ^abin in thy way, 
'Twill do as well. \Qoing. 

Demetrius. 
By heaven, you ihall not ftir. 
Long as I live, I ftand a world between you. 
And keep you diftant as the poles afunder. 
Who takes my love, in mercy takes my Hfe ; 

Thy 
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Thy bloody pafs cleave throngh thy brother's breaiL 
I beg> I challenge, I provoke my death. 

[His hand upon bisjwori 

Enter Ki n c and D y m as. 
Perseus. 
You will not murder me ? 

Demetrius. 

Yes, you and all. 
King. 
How like a tygcr foaming o'er his prey J 

Perseus. 
Now, Sir, believe your eye, believe your ear. 
And ilill believe me perjur'd, as this morning. 

King. 
Heav'n*8 wrath's exhaufted, there's no more to fear. 
My darling fon found criminal in all. 
Demetrius. 
That villain there to blaft me ! Yes, I'll fpeak ; 
For what have I to fear, who feel the worft ^ 
•Tis time the truth were known. That villain, Sir» 
Has cleft my heart, and laughs to fee it bleed ; 
But his confeflion fhall redeem my fame. 
And re-inthrone me in my princefs' finile ; 
Or I'll return that falfe embrace he gave mc> 
And ftab him in your fight. 

King. 

Hold, mfolcflt I 
Where's your refpeft to me ? 

Demetrius. 

O royal Sir! 
That has undone me. Thro' reiped I gave 
A feign'd confent, which his black arci£ce 
Has tum'd to my dedrudUon. I refus'd 

a Thaj 



A TRAGEDY. i6i 

That flave's, that curTed (lave's, that flatefman^s daughter. 
And he pretends ihe was refus'd by him. 
Hence, hence, this defolation. Nought I fear, 
Tho* Nature groan her laft. And fhall he then 
Efcape and triurpph ? 

King. 
Guards there ! feize the prince ! 
The man you meiiace you fhall learn to fear. 

[He is /Mi, 
Dymas. 
Hold, Sir ! not this for me ! It is your fon : 
What is my life, tho* pour'd upon your feet ? 

Kl^Q. 

Js this a fon f 

Demetrius. 
No, Sir ; my crime*s too great. 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour. 
To catch the glories of a falling crown. 
And fave it from pollution. But I've done* 
I die, unlefs my princefs is reftor'd ; [Pointing to Dymas. 
And if I die, by heay'n and earth, and hell ! 
His fordid blood fliall mingle with the duft ; 
And fee if thence 'twill mount into the throne. 
O Sir ! think of it ! I'll expeA my fate, [Esfit Dem, 

King, 
And thou fhalt h^ve i(.. 

Dymas, 

How, my Lord ; in tears \ 
King. 
As if the geds came down in evidence \ 
How many fndden rays of proof concur 
To my convidion ? Was ever equal boldnefs ? 
But 'tis no wonder from a brpther-king ; 

[Produces thfqr^d letter. 

youlh M Thi3 
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Tlus king of 7^^^^^— To-morrow hcTl be king 
Of -Miir^<^«,-— He therefore dies to-night. 
Perseus. \^Afide to Dymas.J 
And yet I doubt it ; for I know his fondnefs. 
Thou pradife well the leiTon I have Uught thetf» 
While I pat on a folemn face of woe^ 
Aiflided for a brother's early fall. 

Heaven knows with what regret.— •But^ Sir, your fafety— • 
[Pre/enting the mauiati fwr Demetrius' diuth. 
King. 
What giv'ft thou here ? 

Dtmas. 

Your pafljport to renown. 
You fign your apotheofis in that. 
What fcales the ikies> but zeal for public good \ 

Pehseus. 
How god-like mercy ? 

Dymas. 

Mercy to mankind. 
By treafon aw'd. 

King. [?« Perfeus«] 

Mull then thy brother bleed ? 
\jy'^mz& fietning at a kfs, Perfeus whi/pers bifih ^ 
gvvss a ktter. 
Dymas. [Looking on the kttir.J 
No, Sir ; the king of Thrace, 

King. 

Why that is true— • 
Yet who, if not a father, ftiould forgive ? 

Dymas. 
Who, Sir, if not a Philips fhould be juft ? 
King. [7i Dymas.J 
Is't not my fon ? 

3 &tliAS« 
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Dymas. 

If not, far lefs his gmlu 
King. (TVPcrfcua.] 
b not my other Per/ew T 

Perse ITS. 

Sir> I thank you \ 
That feeks your cron^n, and fife. 
King. 

AndiU/er 
Dtmas. 

No, Sir; 
He'll only take your crown ; you ftffl may Hvc. 

King. 
Hcav'n blafl thee for that thought I 

FERSEt^S. 

Why (hakes my father ? 
K1N6. 
It flabs, it gnaws, it harro*vjr up my foul. 
Is he not ycmng ? Was he not iffuch rftdulg'd ? 
Gall'd by his brother ? Doubted by his father ? 
Tempted by Rome ? A nation to a boy ? 

Dymas. 
O a mere infant— ——that depofes kings. 

King. 
No; ooce he favM my croMrn. 

Dymas. 

And now would wear it. 
King. 
How my head fwims ! 

Perseus. 

Nor flrange; the tafk is hard. 
Dymas. 
Yet fcarce for him, Brutus was but a Roman : 

l$^aiin^ as if he would not hm/t fbi king hear. 
M « Yet 
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Yet Eke a PbiUp dar^d ; and is immortal. 

King. 
I hear thee, Dymas ; give me then the mandate. 

[G^ing tojign^ be ftffi Jbfift* 
Dymas. 
No wonder if his mother thus had pausM. 

Pbrsbus. [Jfide.^ 
Rank cankers on thy tongue ; why mention herf 
King. 

gods ! I fee her now ; what am I doing ? 

\Tbronus awojf tbefyk» 

1 fee her dying eye let fall a tear 

In favour of Z)««^/rw.— Shall I ftab 
Her lovely image ilampt on every feature? 

Dymas. 
His/oul eicap'd it, Sir« 

Kino. 
Thou ly*ft ; begone. 
[Perfeus itnJ Dymas in great con/ufion : Perieus 
whifpers Pymas. 
Dymas. [^fiie, to Perfeus.J 
True ; that, or nought, will touch hinu 
If, Sir, your mercy—- [To the king. 

Perseits. 

O fpeak on of mercy; 
Mercy, the darling attribute of heav'n. 

Dymas. 
If yoa JbouLf fpare him— — 

KiKC. 

What if IJhouId fpare him f 
Dymas. 
I dare not fay— -Your wrath again xxiight rife. 

King. 
Yes, if thou'rt filent— What i£ IJbouId [pzic him f 

Dyma«. 
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Dymas. 

Why if you ^«Z(/— proud Rome would thank you for it. 

King. 
Rome ! — Her applaufe more fhocks me that> his death. 

thou, death's orator ! dread advocate 
For bowellefs feverity \ affift 

My trembling hand, as thou haft fteel'd my heart ; 
And if it is guilt in me, (hare the guilt. 
He*s dead, [^gns.l And if I blot it with one tear> 
Per/eus, though Jefs affected, will forgive me. 

P£R6EUS. 

Forgive ! Sir, I applaud, and wiih my forrow 
Was mild enough to weep. 

[The King going out, meets Demetrius in mourning, intfo-- 
duced hy Antigonus. The Ym^ ft arts hack, and drops 
on Dymas. Recovering, J^eaks. 

King. 
This, Fate, is the tenth wave, and quite overwhelms me : 
It lefs had fhock'd me, had I met his ghoft. 
This is a plot to fentence me to death.——* 
What haft thou done, my portal foe I thrown bars 

[To Antigonus. 
Athwart my glory ? but thy fcheme fhall fail. 
As ruftiing torrents fweep th' obftruded mound. 
So Philip meets this mountain in his way. 
Yet keeps his purpo£b ftill. 

[Perfeus and Pericles whijper afide» 
Periclbs. 

I can't but fear it. 
Perseus. 

1 grant the danger great ; yet don't defpair : 
Jo*ve is againft thee, Per/eus on thy fide. 

M 3 Antigonus^ 
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Anticonvs. 
The priace, dread Sir, bw on kit bended kn ee ■ i 

King. 
This way, JfOigoniu.'^Do'at mark his bloom ? 
.Grace in his afpe£t> grandear in his mien i 

Antigomus. 
I do. 

King. 
'Tis hVe ; take a king's word.— He's dead.—* 
That darling of my (bul would flab me deeping. 
How dar'ft thou ftart ? Art thou the traitor's father ? 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me ? ■ . '■ 
How his grave yawns : Oh ! that it wi(is my own* 

Antigonus, 
Mourn not the guilty. 

King. 

No ; he's innocent : 
Death pays his debt to jufHce ; and that doneJ^ 
I grant him flill my fon ; as fuch I k>ve him : 
Yes, and will clafp him to my breaft, while yet 
His clay is warm> nor moulders at my touch. 
PliRSEUS. [4^*] 

A curfe on that embrace. 

Dymas. 

Nay wcdc ; he weeps* 
King. 
Poor boy, be not deceiv'd by my compaffion ; 
My tears are cruel, and I groan thy death. 

DEMETaiVS* 

And am I then to die ? If death's decreed. 
Stab me yourfelf, nor give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes. 
For you I beg, for you I pour my tears ; 



You 
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You are deceivV^ idiihoooiir'd; I am an!/ flalp. 
Oh! Father— • 

Kino. 
Father ?-<^Tiiere's dq father here ; 
Forbear to wound 9ie wit^ chat tender liame ; 
Nor raife all nature up ia arms agaaoil me. 

• Dembtrjus. 
My Father ! Guardian ! Friend I nay. Deity I 
What lefs than gods give being> life, and death ! 
My dying mother* 

KiNC. 

ijold thy peace, I charj^ thee. 

PSMETHIUS. 

Prefling your hand, and bathing it with teanii» 

Bequeath'd your tendernefs ior her to me ; 

And, low on earth, my legacy I claim, 

Clafping your knee, though banifh'd from yo^ hreaft. 

King. 
My knees !«»Would that were all ; he gra^s my heart. 
FtrJkiUt canH thou (land by and fee me ruin'd ? 

{Reaching his band to Periieus. 

PSiLSEUSi. 

Loofe, loofe thy hold. — It is my father too. 

King. 
Yes, Macedon, and thine, and FU pre^ve thee. 

Demetkius. 
Who once before preferv'd it from the Thracian ^ 
And who, at Thrafymene turn'd the lifted bolt 
From Philip'* z hoary brow ? 

Ki N c. 

I'll hear na more. 
O Perfeus I Dymas ! PericUt ! affift me. 
Unbind me, difinchant me, break this charm 
Of Nature, that accomplice with my foes i 

M 4 Rend 
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Rend me* O rend me^ At>m the friend oiRom. 

Perseus. 
Nay thetii howe'er reludant> aid i mufi. 
The friend of Rome f^-^Tbat fevers you for ever; 
Though moft incorporate and ftrongly knit ; 
As lightning rends the knotted oak afunder. 

Demetrius. 
In fpite of lightning, I renew the tie ; 
And flubborn is the grafp of dying men. 
Who*s he that fhall divide me from myfelf? 

[Demetrias is forced from the^ King'j knees^ on ^which^ 
ftarting up, bt flings bis arms round bisfatber* 
Still of a piece with him frb;n whom 1 grew, 
I'll bleed on my afylum, dart my foul 
In this embrace^ and tbus my treafon crown* 

King. 
Who love yourfelves, or Macedon^ or me. 
From the curs'd * Eagle*s talons wrench my drown ; 
And this barb'd arrow from my breail.-*-'Tls done ; 

\Forc* da/under. 
And the blood gufhea after it.— —I faint. 

DVMAS. 

Support the kmg ! 

Perseus. 
While treafon licks the dull. 
[Pointing at Demetrius, y2i//f« in tbe ftruggU^ 
Dymas. 
A field well fought. 

Perseus. 
And juilice has prevailed. 

KlNO^ 

O that the traitor could conceal the fon ! 
• The Roman Enfign. 

Farewct 
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Farcwel, once beft bdovM! ftill*moft deplor'd ! 
He, he who dooms thee* bleeds upon thy tomb. 

[Exit King. 

DEMEtRIHS. 

Proftirate oh thee, my mother earth, be thou • 

Kinder than brother, or than father ; open 

And fave me in thy bofom from my^Friendt : 

Friends, fworn to wafh their hands in guihlefs tears. 

And qaench infernal third in kindred blood ; 

As if relation fever'd human hearts. 

Or that deftrudtion was the child of love. 

Perseus. 
Farewel, young traitor; if they alk below. 
Who fent thee beardlefs down, fay, Honefi Ferfeus : 
Whom reafon fways, not inftind ; who can ibike 
At horrid parricide^ and flagrant treafon. 
Though through a bofom dearer than his own. 
Think'ft thou my tender heart can hate a brother? 
The gods and Ferfeus war with nought but guilt. 
But I muft go. What, Sir, your lail commands 
To your Erixene? She chides my day. {Exit Perfetit. 

Demetrius. 
Without the token of a brother's love. 
He could not part ; my death was not enoug h - ■ ■■ 
J came for mercy, and I find it here : ' -^ 
And death is mercy, iince my love is loft. 
Alas ! my father too ; my heart achs for him : 
And Pffy^«/,— fain would 1 forgive e*en thee : 
But Fbiliph fufferings cry too loud againft it. 
Blind author, and fure mourner of my death i 

Father moft dear ! what pangs hall thou to come \ 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom. 
Who, while in fleep his fever'd fancy glows. 
Draws his keen fword, and iheaihes it in his foes \ 

3 Bat; 
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But, waking, ftaits upright, in wikl furpnze^ 

To feel wjirai blood glide round him as he lies ; 

To fee his reeking hands in crimfon dy'd> 

And a pale corie extended by his fide : 

He views with horror, what mad dreams hav« dooct, 

And finks, heart-broken, on a murder'd Ton. 



ACT 



A T R A G B D y. iff 



V. 



SCENE I. 
King ami Ant icon us, Posthvmiu«» meeting. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

WE, in behalf of our allies, O King! , 
Call'd on thee yefterday, to clear tky glory; 
Nor wonder now that Fhilip is unjuft 
To itrangers, who has murdered Ids own bxu 

King. 
*Tis falfc, 

PoSTilUMIVS. 

No thanks to Fbilip that he fled. 
King. 
A traitor is no /on. 

PoSTHVMIIfS. 

Heav'n's vengeance on me. 
If lie refus'd not yefterday thy crown. 
Though Life and Love both bribed him to comply. 

King. 
See there. \Gt'ves the Utter. 

POSTHUMIUS. 

*Tis not the conful's hand, or feal. 
King. 
You're his accomplices. 

POSTHUMIX^S. 

We're his avengers. 

Tis war. 

King. 

Eternal war. 

Post HUM lus. 
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POSTHUMIUS. I 

Next time we meet— 
King. | 

Is in the C0/<W.«— Hade, fly my kingdom. 

PoSTHUIdlUS. I 

No longer thine, \ 

King* i 

Yes, and proad Ro»ie a province. 

[Exit Pofthumins, fcfr. i 

They brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 
The nasne of king the proilrate world ador'd. 
Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves, together.— 
But let me paafe.— >Not ^intius* hand, or feal ?— - 
Doubt and impatience, like thick fmoke and fire. 
Cloud and torment my reafbn. 

Ant ICON vs. 

Sir, recaff. 
And re-examine thofe you fent to Rome : 
You took their evidence in hade and anger. 
Torture, if they rcfufe, will tell the truth. 

Kin g. 
Go, flop the nuptials,, till you hear from me^ 

[Exit King and Antigontts. 

Enter E R I X E N E an J Delia, meeting, 

Delia. 
Madam, the prince, who fled from threatened death,. 
Attempting his efcape to foreign realms. 
Was lately taken at the city gates. 
So ftrongly guarded by his father's pow'rs ; 
And now, confin'd, cxpe^ his final doom. 

Erixene. 
Jmprifon'd, and to die !— And let him die. 
Bid Djmas* daughter weep — I half forgot 

His 
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His pcrjttr*d infolcnce. — I'll go and glut 
My vengeance. O how juft a traitor's death ! 
And blacker ftill, a traitor to my love. 

[Exeunt Erixene an^ Delia. 
Sc€M draws, and Jhewus Demetrius in frifon. 
Demetrius. 
Thou fubterranean fepulchre of peace! 
Thou home of horror ! hideous neft of crimes ! 
Guilt's firft fad ftage in her dark road to hell ! 
Yc thick-barr'd funlefs paflages for air. 
To keep alive the wretch that longs to die ! 
Ye low-brow'd arches, through whofe fullen gloom, 
Reibund the ceafelefs groans of pale defpair 1 
Ye dreadful fhambles, cak'd with human blood ! 
Receive a gueft, from far, far other fcenes. 
From pompous courts, from fhouting viftories, 
Carouiing feftivals, harmonious bow'rs. 
And the foft Chains of heart-diffolving love. 
Oh ! how unlike to ihefe ? heart-breaking load 
Of (hame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off, 
O welcome death, no, never but by thee— 
Nor has a foe done this.-^A friend ! A father !— 

that I could have dy'd without tlieir guilt.-^ 

[Enter Erixene. Demetrius gazing at her* 
So look'd in chaos the firft beam of light : 
^ow drives the flrong enchantment of her eye 
All horror hence !»<-Ijow die the thoughts of death ! 
Erixene. 

1 knew not my own heart. I cannot bear it. 
Shame chides me back ; for to infuk his woes 

Is too fevere ; and to condole, too kind. [Goings 

Demetrius. 
Thus I arreft you in the name of mercy. 
And dare compel your flay : Is then one look. 

One 
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One wordy One moment, a laft moment too. 
When I ftand tottering on the brink of death, 
A cruel ignominioois death, too much 
For one that foves like me ? A length of year* 
You may devote to my blcfl rivals arms, 
I afk but one fhort moment. O permit. 
Permit the Dying to lay claim to thee. 
To thee, thou dear equivalent for life- 
Cruel* relentlefs, marble-hearted maid I 

EltlXENE. 

Demetrius^ yon perfift to do me wrong ; 

For, know, though I behold thee as thou art. 

Doubly a traitor, to the Hate and me ; 

Thy forrow, thy diftrefs, have touch'd my bofom i 

I own it is a fault ; I pity thee. 

Enter Officbr. 

Officer. 

My Lord, your time is fhort, and death waits for yoo* 

Erixene. 
Death r— I forgive thee from my inmoft foul. 

Dcmetrius. 
Forgive me ? Oh ! thou need 'ft not to forgive ; 
If impoiition had not ftruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambufh yet, but will ftart up. 
And feize thy trembling foul, when mine is fled. 
O IVe a thoufand, thoufand things to fay. 

Erixenb. 
And I am come a fecret to difclofe. 
That might awake thee, wert thou dead already. 

Officer. 
My lord, your final moment is ex|Hr'd. 

Demetrius ^WErxxine. 
One, one ihort moment more. 

Dbmbtr^vs. 
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Dembtrius. 

No; death lets fall 
The curtain^ and divides oar loves for ever. 

[L forced out. 
Erixbne. 
Oh I've a darker dungeon in my foul. 
Nor want an executioner to kill me. 
What revolutions in the human heart 
WiD pity caufe ! What horrid deeds revenge ! [Extt. 

Scene fiuts. Enter Antigonus, *witb attendants^ 
Antigonus. 
How diilant virtue dwells from mortal man ! 
Was't not that each man calls for others' virtue. 
Her very name on earth would be forgot. 
And leave the tongue, as it hath left the heart. 
Was ever fuch a labour'd plan of guilt? 
Take the king's mandate, to the prifon fly. 
Throw wide the gates, and let Demetrius know 
The full detail. 

[Enter Erixbnb. 
The princefs ! ha ! be gonr ; [To the attendant* 
While I ftir up an equal tranfport here. 
Princefs, I fee your griefs, and judge the caufe : 
But I bring news might raife you from your grave; 
Or call you down from heaven to hear with joy. 
Jufl gods \ the virtuous will at lafl prevaiL 
On motives here too tedious to relate, 
I begg'd the king to re-examine thofe. 
Who came from Rome* The king approv'd my counfel. 
Surpriz'd, and confcious, in" their charge they falter'd. 
And threaten'd tortures foon difcover'd all : 
That Per/eus brib'd them to their perjuries j 
That ^ntius* letter was a forgery ; 

yhsvt 
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That prince Demetrius* intercourfe with Rome, 
Was innocent of treafon to the State. 

Erixene. 
O my fwoln heart ! What will the gods do with mc? 

Antigonus. 
And to confirm this moft furprizing news, 
Dymas, who, ftriving to fupprefs a tumult, 
The rumour of Demetrius* flight had rais'd. 
Was wounded fore, with his laft breath confefs'd. 
The prince refus'd his daughter ; which affront 
InflamM the ftatefman to his prince's ruin. 

Erix€N£. 
Did he refufe her ? [S^weons^ 

Antigonus. 

Quite o'ercome with joy 1 
Tranfported out of life !— The gods reftore ! 

Erixene. 
Ah ! why recall me ? This is a new kind 
Of murder; moft feverel that dooms to life. 

Antigonus, 
Fair p rincefs, you confound me. 
Erixene. 

Am I fair I 
Am I a princefs ? Love and Empire mine ? 
Gay, gorgeous viiions dancing in my fight ! 
Ko, here I iland a naked fhipwrcck'd wretch, 
Cold, tremblings pale, fpent, helplefs, hopelefs, maid ; 
Caft on a fhore as cruel as the waves, 
O'er-hung with rugged rocks, too fteep to climb ; 
The mpuntain billows loud, come foaming in 
Tremendous ; and confound, ere they de¥Our* • 

Antigonus. 
IVfad^m^ the king *bfolyes you from your vow, 

Erixen». 
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Erixene. 
For me, it matters not ; but oh ! the prince- ■ » 
When he had (hot the gulph of his defpair ; 
Emerging intb all the light of heav'n. 
His heart, high-beating with well-grounded hope ; 
Then to make ftiipwreck of his happinefs. 
Like a poor wretch that has efcap'd the ilorm« 
And fwam to what he deems an happy ifle. 
When, lo ! the favagis natives xirink his blood. 
Ah ! why is vengeance fweet to woman's pride. 
As rapture to her love ? It has undone mc. 

Delia. 
Madam, he comes. 

Erixenb* 
Leave "us, Antigonuu 
Antigonus. 
What dreadful fecret this ?— -But I'll obey. 
Invoke the gods, and leave the reft to fate* \Exit Ant. 

Eiuxene. 
How terribly triumphant comes the wretch ! 
He comes, like flowers ambroiial, early born. 
To meet the blaft, and perifli in the ftorm. 

Enter Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 
After an age of abfence in one hour. 
Have I then found thee, thou celeftial maid ! 
Like a fair Venus in a ftormy fea ; 
Or a bright; goddefs, through the fhades of night, 
Dropt from the ftars to thefe Weft arms again I 
How exquifite is pleafure after pain ! 
Why throbs my heart fo turbulently ftrong, 
Pain'd at thy prefence, through redundant joy. 
Like a poor mifcx, beggar'd by his ftore ? 
Vo^-«^ N Erixeki, 
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Erixbnb. 
DiMitrius, joy and fonow dwell txx) near. 

DCMBT&IUS. 

Talk not of forrow, \c& the gods refent 

As under-priz'd fo loud a call to joy. 

I live* I love> am lov'd« I have her here ! 

Rapture, in prefent, and in profpe£^ more ! 

No rival, no deftroyer, no defpair ; 

For jealouiies, for partings, groans, and deatl^ 

A train of joys, the gods alone can name ! 

When heav'n defcends in bleffings fo profiiie^ 

So fudden, fo furpafling hope's extreme. 

Like the fun burfting from the midnight gloom, 

^Tis impious to be niggards in delight ; 

Joy becomes duty ; heav'n calls for fome excefs* 

And tranfport flames as incenfe to the fkiei* 

Erix£ne. 
Tranfport how dreadful I 

Demetbius* 

Turns Erixiae f 
Can ihe not bear the funfhine of our fate I 
Meridian happinefs is pour'd around us ; 
The laughing loves defcend in fwarms upon us# 
And where we tread is an eternal fpring* 
By heav'n, I almofi: pity guilty Firfius 
For fttch a lofs. 

Erixbnb. 
That ftabs me through and throitgh I 

DEMETBiys. 

What ftabs thee ?~Speak.— -Have I then loft thy bva \ 

Erixene. 
To my confufion, be it fpoke.— -'Tis thine. 

Demetrius. 
To thy confufion ! Is it then a crime ? 
You heard how dying Djnm dear'd my fame* 

E&IXBNI. 
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Erixbnb. 
I heard, and trembled ; heard, and ran diftrafied. 

, DEMETRIVS^i 

Aftoniihment ! 

Erixene. 
I've nothing elfe to give thee, 
[/£r fttps back in afionijhment ; fie in agwf ; and 
both are JiUnt for fame time* 
He is ftruck damb.-^Nor can I fpeak.— -Yet muft I« 
I tremble on the brink ; yet muft plunge in—-* 
Know, my Demetrius ! joys are for the gods ; 
Man's common courfe of nature is diftrefs : 
His joys are prodigies ; and like them too* 
Portend approaching ill. The wife man ftarts^ 
And trembles at the perils of a blifs. 
To hope, how bold ! How daring to be ibnd. 
When what our fondnefs grafps is not immortal !«i^ 
I win prefume on thy known, fteady virtoe. 
And treat thee like a man ; I will, Demetrius I 
Nor longer in my bofom hide a brand. 
That bums unfeen, and drinks my vital blood. 

Demetrius. 
What myftery ? [Here a fecond paufc in icti, 

Erixsns. 
The blackeft. 
Demetrius. 
How every terror doubles in the dark ! 
Why muffled up in filence ftands my fiite ? 
This horrid fpedre let me fee at once. 
And (hew if I'm a man. 

Erixene. 
It calls for more. 
Demetrius. 
It calls for m then 1 Love has made mc m»re» 

M 2 Erxxbiti* 
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EmxBNi. 

fortify thy {od with more than love; 

To hear, what heard, thou'lt curfe the tongue diat tells thee. 

Demetrius. 
Curfe whom ? Curfe thee ! 

EaiXBNB. 

Yes, horn thy inmoft ibal. 
Why doH thou lift thy eyes and hands to heav'n ? 
The pow'rs moft confcious of this deed, refide 
In darknefs, howl below in npng fires. 
Where pangs like mine corrode them.— >Thence arife» 
Black gods of execration and defpair ! 
Tho' dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way. 
While nature fhakes, and vapours blot the fun ; 
Then through thofe horrors in loud groans proclaim. 
That I am— 

Demethius. 
What ?— I'll have it, though it blaft me. 
Erixene. 
Thus then in thunder— —I am Ferfius^ wife. 

[Demetrius falls againft tht fctne, Jfttr a fau/e, 
Demetrius. 
In thunder ? — No ; that had not ftruck fb deep* 
What tempeft e'er (^fcharg'd fo fierce a fire ?— 
Calm and deliberate anguiih feeds upon me ; 
Each thought fent out for help brings in new woe. 
Where (hall I turn ? where ^y ? to whom but thee ? 

[Knulmg. 
Tremendous Jove ! whom mortals will not know 
From bleffings, but compel to be fevere, 

1 feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power ; 
I fee my failings, and abfblve thy rage. 

But, oh \ I muft perceive the load that's on me ; 
I can't but tremUe underneath the ftroke. 

Aid 
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Aid me to bear !-^But fince it can't be borne. 
Oh let thy mercy burft in flames upon me ! 
Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this ; 
This pain unfelt, nnfancy'd by the wretch. 
The groaning wretch that on the wheel expires. 

Erixene. 
Why did I tell thee ? 

Demetrius. 
Why commit a deed 
Too (hocking to be told ? What fumes of hell 
Flew to thy brain ? What fiend the crime infpir'd ? 

Erixbne. 
Perfeuss laft night, as ibon as thou waft fled. 
At that dead hour, when good men are at reft. 
When every crime and horror is abroad. 
Graves yawn, fiends yell, wolves howl, and ravens fcream; 
Than ravens, wolves, or fiends, more fatal far. 
To me he came, and threw him at my feet. 
And wept, and {wore, unlefs I gave confent 
To call a prieft that moment, all was ruin'd. 
That the next day Demetrius and his powers 
Might conquer, he lofe me, and I my crown. 
Conferred by Philip but on Per/eus* wife. 
'I ftarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 
My half-Tccover'd ftrength, brib'd priefts confpire. 
All urge my vow, all feize my ravifh'd hand. 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the hafty rite ; 
While each ill omen of the iky flew o'er us. 
And furies howPd our nuptial fong below. ■ ■ — 
Canft thou forgive ? 

Demetrius. 
By all the flames of love. 
And torments of defpair, I never can. 

N 3 The 
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The fillies tofs their torches fitmi thy hand. 
And all their adders hifs around thy head ! 
I'll fee thy face no more I [Goiffg* 

Erixbne. 

Thy rage is juft. 
Yet ftay and hear me. [She kneels, and holds kinu 

Dbmbtrivs. 
I have heard too much. . 
EaiXENB. 
Till thou haft heard the whole, O do not curfe me ! 

Demetrius. 
Where can I find a curfe to reach thy crime ? 

Erixbnb, 
Mercy ! [We^ing^ 

Demetrius. [Jfide.^ 
Her tears, like drops of molten lead» 
With torment bum their paflage to my heart* 
And yet fuch violation of her vows ■ 

Erixbnb. 
Mercy ! 

Dembtrius, 
Perjeus'^^ [Stamping. 

Erixbne. 

Stamp dll the centre fhakes> 
So black a daemon (halt thou never raife. 
Ferfeus ! Canil thou abhor him more than I ? 
Hell has its furies, Per/eus has his love. 
And, oh ! Demetrius his eternal hate. 
Dbmetrius. 
Eternal ! Yes, eternal and eternal ; 
As deep, and everlafting, as my pain. 

Erixbne. 
SoAie god deicend, and footh his foul to peace ! 

Demetrius. 
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•DsMETiiiirs. 
Talk'ft thou of peace ? What peace haft thou beftowM f 
A brain dil%ra3ed> and a broken heart. 
Talk'ft thoit of peace? Hark, hark, thy hulband calls. 
His father's rebel ! brother's murderer ! 
Nature's^ abhorrence, and— ^y lawfiil Lord I 
Fly, my kind patronefs, and in his boibm 
Confult my peace. 

EaiXENEi 

I never fhall be there* 
My Lord I my Life ! 

Dbmbtrivs. 
. How fay 'ft? Is /'^r/Jwj here ?.^ 
Fly, fly ! away, away \ 'tis death ! 'tis inceft ! 

[Starting luuie, and looking round him* As hi io 
going, Jhe lays hold of his robe, 
Dar'ft thou to touch Demnriut ? Dar'ft thou touch him 
Even with thine eye ? 

EaixBNa. 
I dare — and more, dare feize. 
And fix him here : No doubt to thy furprize.— » 
I'm blemifh'd, not abandon'd ; honour ftill 
Is facred in my fight. Thou call'ft it inceft ; 
'Tis innocence, 'tis wtue ; if there's virtue 
In fix'd, inviolable ftrength of love» 
For, know, the moment the dark deed was done. 
The moment madnefs made me Perfeus* wife, 
I feiz'd this friend, and lodg'd him in my bofom, 

[ Shewing a dagger • 
Firmly refolv'd I never would be more. 
And now I fling me at thy feet, imploring 
Thy fteadier hand to guide him to my heart. 
Who wed in vengeance, wed not but to die. 

N 4 Dbu^btriv^. 
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Demetrius. 
Has firfius then an hymeneal daim ? 
And no divorce but death ?<r-and death from me« 
Who ihould defend thee from the world in arm$ } 

thou ftill excellent ! ftill rnqft belov'd ! 

Srixsne. 
Life 13 the foe that parts us \ death, a friend 
All knots difTolvingy joins us ; and for ever. 
Why fo diforderM ? Wherefore ihakes thy frame \ 
Look on me ; do / tremble ? Am / pale ? 
When I let loofe a figh> I'll pardon thine* 
Take my example, and be bravely wretched \ 
True grandeur rifes from furmounted ills ; 
The wretched only can be truly great.. 
If not in kindnefs, yet in vengeance ftrike \ 
*Tis not Erixene, *tis Per/cus' wife.**— »» 
Thou'h not refign me ? ' 

Demetrius. 
Not to Jc-ve^ 
£rixen£* 

Then ibike^ 
Demetrius. [ Gazing on her '•juith aftimijhment. ] 
How can I ftrike ? Stab at the face of heav'n ? 
How can I ftrike ?— Yet how can I forbear ? 

1 feel a thoufand deaths, debating one. 
A deity (lands guard on every charm^ 
And ftrikes at me, 

Erixene. 
As will thy brother (bon : 
He's now in arms, and may be here this houn 
Nothing fo cruel as too foft a foul ; 
This is flrange tendernefs, that breaks my heart i 
Strange tendernefs, that dooms to double death— -*^ 
To Per/euu 

DemetriuSh 
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Demethius. 
True.— But btrw to fhnn that horror ? 
By wounding thee> whom favage pards would fpare \ 
My heart's inhabitant ! my foul's ambition ! 
By wounding thee, and bathing in thy blood ; 
That blood illuihious, through a radiant race 
Of kings, and heroes, rolling down from gods ? 

Erixene. 
Heroes and kings, and gods themfelves, mud yield 
To dire neceffity. 

Demetrius. 
. Since that abiblves me» 
Stand firm and fair. 

Erixene., 
My bofom meets the point. 
Than Per/eus far more welcome to my breaft. 

Demetrius. 
Neceffity, for g(A^ themfelves top flrong, 
Js weaker than thy charms. [^Drops the dagger. 

Erixene. 

O my Demetrius ! 
\Tumsy and goes to the farther part of the ft age • 
Demetrius. 
O my Erixem ! [Bothftlent, lueep, and tremble. 

Erixene. 
Farcwel. [Going, 

^ Demetrius. [Paffionately feisdng her.'] 

"^ /. Where goefl? 

Erixene. 



To feek a friend. 



Demetrius. 
He's here. 
Erixene. 

Yes, Ferfeus* friend. * 

Earth* 



1 
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£arth> (^en and receive me. 

Dbmitrius. 

Heav'a ftiake us dead^ 
And fave me from a doable fuicide^ 
And one of tenfold death.— O J9vt! O J^^t ! 

\Falling on his kmcK 
But I'm diHrafled. [Suddenly ftartmg uf. 

What can JoveF Why pray ? 
What can I pray for ? 

Erixbke. 
For a heart. 
Dbmetrivs. 

Yes, one 
That cannot feeL Mine bleeds at tytty vein. 
Who never lov*d, ne'er faffer'd ; he feels nothing. 
Who nothing feels but for himfelf alone; 
And when vit feel for others, reafon reels. 
Overloaded, from her path, and man runs mad. 
As Love alone can exquiixtely blefs. 
Love only feels the marotUoui of pain; 
Opens new veins of torture in the foul. 
And wakes the nerve where agonies are bom : 
E'en Dymas^ Per/eus (hearts of adamant !) 
Might weep thefe torments of their mortal foe. 

Erixsne. 
Shall I be lefs compaflionate than they ? 

[Takes up the dagger. 
What love deny'd, thine agonies have done ; [Stahs her/elf. 
Demetrius^ iigh outftings the dart of death. 

Enter the King, (5fr. 

King. 
Give me Demetrius to my arms ; I call him 
To life from death, to traniport from defpair. 

5 Dembtrivs. 
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Demetrius. 
See Pir/eus* wife ! [Pcinting a$ Erixene] Let DtUa tell 
King. [the refL 

My grief-accaftom'd heart can gaefs too welL 

DBlfSTKIUS. 

That fight turns all to guilt, but tears and death. 

King. 
Death !«— Wl^ fhall quell falfe Perfeus now in arms ? 
Who pour my tempeft on the Capitol ? 
How fliall I fweeten life to thy fad fpirit ?— - 
I'll quit my throne this hour« and thou ihalt reign« 

DBllETaiUS. 

You recommend that death you would difTuade ; 
Ennobled thus by fame and empire lofl> 
As well as life !— -Small facrifice to Love. 

\Going toftab bmf$lft the King nms to fnveiU it $ bm 
too late. 

King. 
Ah^ hold ! nor ibike thy dagger through my heart ! 

Demetrius., 
'Tis my firft diibbedience^ and my laft. \FaUi down* 

King. 
There Philip fell ! There Macedon expir'd ! 
I fee the Roman eagle hovering o'er us. 
And the (haft broke fhould bring her to the ground* 

{Pointing at Demetrius. 
Demetrius. 
Hear, good Antigonus I my laft requeft : 
Tell Perfeus y if he'll (heath his impious fword 
Drawn on his father, I'll forgive him all ; 
Though poor Erixene lies bleeding by : 
Her blood cries Vengeance ;— but my father's. Peace— 

{Diet. 

King. 
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KiNC. 

As much his goodnefs wonnds me as his death. 
What then are both?— O Philip, once renown'd ! 
Where is the pride of Grace, the dread of kome. 
The theme oi Jtbens, the wide world's example^ 
And the god Alexander's rival, now ? 
E'en at the foot of fortune's precipice. 
Where the flave's figh wafts pity to the prince. 
And hiA omnipotence cries out for more. 
Antigonv5, 
As the fwoln colmnn of afcending fmoke. 
So iblid fwells tby grandeur, pigmy man ! 

Kino. 
My life's deep tragedy was planned with art. 
From fcene to fcene adrandng in diftrefs. 
Through a fad ieries, to this dire refolt ; 
As if the Tbracian queen conduced all. 
And wrote the mond in her diildren's blood ; 
Which feas might labour to wa(h out in vain. 
Hear it, ye nations; ! diftant ages ! hear ; 
And learn the dread decrees oijore to fear; 
Kb dread decrees the ftri6ieft balance keep ; 
The father groans, who made a mother weep ; 
But if no terror iw yourfil'ves can move. 
Tremble, ye parents, for the child ye lore 5 
For Your Demetrius: Mine is doom'd to bleed* 
A guiltlefs vidim, for his father's deed. 
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AN HISTORICAL 

EPILOGUE. 

BY THE AUTHOR. 

A,f A jli^^fcA AAA 

A^ Epilogue, through cuftom^ is your rights 
But ne^tr ptrhaps was needful //// this wight : , 
^o-might the mirtuous falls ^ the guilty fies. 
Guilt* s dreadful clofe our narrow fcene denies m 
In hiftwy^s authentic record read 
What ample ^vengeance gluts Demetrius' fiade ; 
Vengeance fo greats that when his tale is told. 
With pity fome e^^n Perfeus may behold. , 

fcT{e\isfur*viv*d, indeed, andflTd the thronif 
Bui ceafelefs cares in conqueft made him groan : 
Nor reign* d he long; from Komefwif thunder fe-Wp 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threnv : 
Throtun headlong do'zun, fy Rome in triumph led^ 
For this night* s deed his perjured hofom hied: 
His brother's ghoft each moment made him ft art. 
And all his father's ^anguijh rent his heart. 

WheUf rob*d in black, his children round, him hungt 
And their raised arms in early forrofw nvrung ; 
The younger fmiP dp unconfcious of their woe; 
At which thy tears, O Rome ! began toftow; 

3 So 
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^fadthefcem: What then muft Perfeus^y^/^ 
Tofii Jove'/ race attend the *vidor^s tuhcei: 
Tofu the Jlamts of bis ^worft foes increafe, 
Fromfucb aJburce!~^An emperor's embraced 
He ficken^ d fooH to death \ and, ivbat is tvor/e^ 
He well defeiVdy and felt» the coward* s curjk\ 
Unpitfdy fcon^d^ infidted his laft hosts\ 
F or i far from home, and in a *vaffaPs power: 
His pale cheek refted on his Jhameful chain^ 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer to feign ; 
No fuit retards, no comfort fioths his doom. 
And wot one tear bedews a monarches tombm 
Nor ends it thus^^ire ^vengeance to ^complete. 
His antient tmpire fallings Jhares his fate : 
His throne flrgot ! his weeping country chained f 
And nations a/k'-^Vbere Alexander reigned. 
As public fwoes a princess crime purfue. 
So public blejpngs are his 'virtue* s due. 
Shout, "^xViOViA, Jhout'^aufpicious fortune blefs I 
And cry. Long /rV/— O U R title to faccefs I 
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PREFACE. 

AS the occafion of this Poem was realy not 
JiSlitiousi (o the method puffued in it, 
was rather impofedy by what Ipontaneoufly 
arofe in the author^s mind on that occafion, 
than meditated or defigned. Which will appear 
very probable from the nature of it. For 
it differs from the common mode of Poetry, 
which is, from long narrations to draw Ihort 
morals. Here, on the contrary, the narra- 
tive is Ihort, and the morality arifing from it 
makes the bulk of the Poem. The reafon 
of it is. That the fafts mentioned did naturally 
pour thefe moral reflexions on the thought 
of the writer. 



THE 



J 



A. .m. A. ■*. ■». A *. .»- -*. * ■*■ ^ 



THE 

COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT THE FIRST: 

O K 

LIFE, DEATH, and IMMORTALITY. 

TO THE RIGHT HONOVRABLB 

ARTHUR ONSLOW, Esq. 

SPEAKER OF THE HOUSE OF COMMONS. 

TI R • D Nature*8 fweet reftorer, balmy Sleef ! 
He, like the worlds his ready viiit pays 
Where Fortane fmiles ; the wretched he forfakes ; 
5wift on his downy pinion flies from woe» 
And lights on lids unfully'd with a tear. 

From fhort (as ufual) and diilurb'd repofe, 
I wake : How happy they, who wake no more ! 
Yet that were vain^ if dreams infeft the grave. 
Vol. II. O I wake, 



194 THE COMPLAINT- Nightl. 

I wake, emerging from a fta of dreams 
Tumaltuous ; where my wreck'd defponding thougbt. 
From wave to wave oi fancy* d mifery^ 
At random drove, her hehn of reafon loft. 
Tho' now reilor'd, 'tb only change of pain» 
(A bitter change !) feverer for fevere. 
The Day too ihort for my diftrefs; and iS%M 
Ev'n in the xinitb of her dark domam. 
Is fanlhine to the coloor of my fate. 
/ l^ighu fable goddefs ! from her eh<m throne, 
; In raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth 
^. Her leaden fceptre o'er a flumb'ring worid. 
Silence, how dead ! and darknefs, how profound ! 
Nor eye, nor lift'ning ear, an objed finds; 
Creation ileeps. 'Tis as the general pulfe 
Of life ftood (till, and fkatiire made a paufe 2 
An awfiil paufe ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophefy be foon fulfill'd ; 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no more. 
\ SiUncg and Dwrknefs ! folemn fifters ! twins 
From ancient Nighu who nurfe the tender thought 
To Reafon, and on Reafon build Refohe, 

(That column of true majefty in man) 

AM me : I will thank you in the grave ; 

The grave, your kingdom : There this frame fhall fall 

A vidtim facred to y<>ur dreary ihrine. . 

But what are ye ? 
THOU, who didft put to flight 

Primaeval Silence, when the morning ftars. 

Exulting, ihouted o'er the rifing ball ; 

O THOU, whofe word from folid darknefs ftruck . 

That fpark, the fun; flrike wifdom from my foul; 

My foul, which flies to Thee, her truft, her treafure, . 

As mifers to their gold, while others reH. 

3 Thro' 
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Thro' tlds opaqae o£ Nattire, and oiSnil, 
This doabk night, tranfmic one pitying TBy, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it thro' variovs fcenes of Life and Deatif ^ 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire. 
Nor lefs infpire my Condudf, than my Song; 
Teach my beft reafen, reafon ; my beft will 
^each reditude; and 6x ray firm refolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear: 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, poar'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell ftrikes Off/. We take no note of time 
But from its lofs« To give it then a tongue 
Is wife in man. As if an angel fpoke, 
I feei the folemn found. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours : 
Where are they ? With the years beyond the flood. 
It is the Jfgnai that demands diipatch : 
How much is to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 
Look down. — On what ? a fathomlefs abyfs ; 
A dread eternity ! how furely mine ! 
And can eternity belong to me. 
Poor peniioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjeA, how auguil. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is man ! 
How paffing wonder HE, who made him fuch I 
Who centred in our make fuch flrange extremes ! 
From diif'rent natures marveloufly mixt. 
Connexion exquifite of diftant worlds ! 
DiJlinguilh'd link in being's endlefs chain ! 
Midway from Nothing to the Deity / 
A beam ethereal, fuUy'd, and abforpt ! 

O2 Tho' 



/ 



196 THE COMPLAINT. NightL 

Tho* fnllyM, and diflioiioar'd, ftiU divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolatel 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of dull ! 
HelpUfs immortal! infed infinite / 
A worm ! a god ! — I tremble at myfelf. 
And in myfelf am loft ! at home a ftranger. 
Thought wanders up and down^ furpriz'd, aghail. 
And wond'ring at her own : How reafon reels ! 
O what a miracle to man is man. 
Triumphantly diftrefs'd ! what joy, what dread I 
Alternately tranfported, and alarm'd ! 
What can preferve my life ? or what deftroy ? 
An angel's arm can't fnatch me from the grave ; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

*Tis paft conjefture ; all tlungs rife in proof: 
While o'er my limbs ^^/'s foft dominion fpread: 
What tho' my foul phantailic meafures trod 
O'er fairy fields ; or moum'd along the globra 
Of pathlefs woods ; or down the craggy fteep 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with pain the mantled pool ; 
Or fcal'd the cliff's or danc'd on hollow winds. 
With antic fhapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceafelefs flight, the' devious, fpeaks her nature 
Of fubtler eflence than the trodden clod ; 
Adive, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 
Unfetter'd with her grofs companion's falL 
Ev'n filcnt night proclaims my foul immortal: 
Ev'n filent night proclaims eternal day. 
For human weal, heav'n hufbands all events ; 
Dull fleep inflruiEls, nor fport vain dreams in vain* 
. Why then their lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 
Why wanders wretched diought their tombs around. 
In infidel diflrefs ? Are Jngels there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, ethereal fire ? 

3 They 
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Tkcy live ! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceivM; and from an eye 
Of tendernefs let heavenly pity fall 
On me, more juftly number'd with the dead. 
This is the defart, this the folitude : 
How populous, how vital, is the grave ! 
This is creation's melancholy vault. 
The vale funereal, the fad cypre/s gloom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty (hades ! 
All, all on earth, is Shadow, all beyond i/ 
Is Suhftamce ; the reverfe is folly's creed: 
How folid all, where change (hall be no more \ 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn. 
The twilight of our day, the veftibule; . 
Life*B theatre as yet is (hut, and death. 
Strong death, alone can heave the maflfy Imuv 
This grofs impediment of clay remove, 
Andmake us embryos of exiftence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light, 
ThQ future embryo, (lumb'ring in his (ire.- 
Embryos we muft be, till we burft the (hell. 
Yon ambient azure (hell, and ipring to life. 
The life of gods, O tranfportl and of man. 

Yet man, fool man I here buries all his thoughts ; 
Inters celeflial hopes without one figh. 
Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon. 
Here pinions all his wifhes ; wing'd by heav'n 
To fly at infinite ; and reach it there> 
Whtre Jeraphs gather immortality. 
On life's fair tree, fall by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrofial duft'ring glow. 
In HIS full beam, and ripen for the juft. 
Where momentary ages arc no more I 

O 3 Where 
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Where time, and pain, and chance, and death expire ! 

And is it in the flight of threeicore years. 

To poih eternity frpm human though^ 

And imother fquls immortal in the doil i 

A ibid immortal, (pending all her £res, 

WaiHng her fbength in flrenuous idlenefs. 

Thrown into tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd. 

At aught this fcene qm threaten pr indulge* 

Reiembles ocean into tempeft wrought. 

To waft a feather, or to drpwn a fly. 

Where falls this cenfure ? It p'erwhelma myfelf ; 
How was my heart incrufted by the world ! 
O how ferf-fetter'd was my grov'ling foul ! 
.How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In filken thought, which reptile Fancy Ipun, 
Till darkened Reafon lay quite clouded o'er 
With foft conceit of endlefs comfort here^ 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the ikies ! 

Night- vifions may befriend (as fung above) : 
Our ^waking dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of tilings impofEble I (Could fleep do more?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change \ 
Of ftable pleafures on the tofling wave ! 
Eternal funihine in the ftorms of life ! 
now richly were my noon- tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapeftries of pidlur'd jo^s I 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpediye ! 
Till at death?s toll, whofe reftlefs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal. 
Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 
Where now my phrenzy 's pompous furniture ? 
The cobnueh^d cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mould'ring mud, is royalty to me ! 
The Jf goer's moH attenuated thread 

J5 
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Is cord, 19 cflUe, to man's tend^t tifi 

On earthly blifs ; it breaks at every breese. 

O ye bleft fcenes of permanent delight! 
Full above meafure ! lafting, beyond bound I 
A perpetuity of blifs is blifs. 
Could yqn, fo rich in rapture, fear an end. 
That ghafUy thought would drink up all your joy. 
And quite unparadife the realms of light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above thefe rolling fpheres ; 
The baleful influenoe of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad vidfiitude on all beneath* 
Here teems with. revolutions every hour ; 
And rarely for the better; or the ^, 
More mortal than the common births of ^te. 
Each Moment has its iickle, emulous . 
Of Timers enormous fcythe, whoie ample fweep 
Strikes empires from the root ; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower fphere 
Of fweet domeftic comfort, and cuts down 
The fairefl bloom of fublunary bliis. 

Blifs ! fublunary blifs !— -proud words, and vain i 
Implicit treafon to divine decree ! 
A bold invafion of the rights of heav'n I 
I clafp'd the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace ! 
What darts of agony had mifs'd my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all ! 'tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars. 
The fun himfelf by thy permifiion (hines ; 
And, one day, thou fhalt pluck him from his fphere. 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreak'd onmeP 
Infatiate archer ! could not one fuffice i 

O 4 Thy 
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Thy fliaft flew tbricg ; and tbriee my pea^ was flain % 
And thrice* ere thrice yon moon had filPd her horn. 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale ? Doft diou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafeleis change outwhirl'd in human life ? 
How wanes my borrowed Uifs ! homfortwu*^^ (milc^ 
Precarious Courtefy ! not *uirtut*s fare, 
Self-given> folar ray of ibond delight. 

In ev'ry vary'd pofture, place, and hour. 
How widow'd ev*ry thought of ev'ry joy I 
Thought, bufy thought !4ee4iufy for my peace I 
Thro' the dark poftem of time lohg* 1^8'd> 
Led foftly, by the fliUnefs of the nigh^. 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves I) 
Strays (wretched rover !) o'er the pleafing Pafti 
In queft of wretchednefs perverfely ftralrs ; 
And finds all defart now ; and meets 0e ghofis 
Of by departed joys ; a numerous train I 
I rue the riches of my former fcitc/ 
Sweet comfort's blafted dufters I lament ; 
I tremble at the bleffings once fo dear ; 
And ev'ry pleafure pains me to the heart. 

Yet why complain f or why complain for one I 
Hangs out the fun his luftre but for me, 
TYi'^fingle man ? Are angels all befide ? 
I mourn for millions : 'Tis the common lot; 
In this fhape, or in tbat,^ has fate entail'd 
The mother's throes on all of woman born, . 
Not more the children, than fure heirs, of pain. 

War, Famine, Peft, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteftine broils, Oppreffion, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, beiiege mankind. 
God's image diiinherited of day, 
Hert9 plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made« 

Tbere^ 
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Tberts beings deathlefs as their haughty lord. 

Are hammer'd to the galling oar for life; 

And plow the winter's wave, and reap defpair. 

Some^ for hard mafters, broken under arms. 

In battle lopt away, with half their limbs. 

Beg bitter bread thro* realms their valour fav'd. 

If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom. 

Want, and incurable difeafet (fell pair!) 

On hopelefs multitudes remorielefs feize 

At once; and make a refuge of the grave. 

How groaning hoJpitaU ejed their dead ! 

What numbers groan for fad admiilion there! 

What numbers, once in /orfune*s lap high-fed. 

Solicit {he cold hand of charity ! 

To fhock us more, iblicit it in vain ! . r 

Ye filken fons of plcafure ! fince in pains 

You rue more modifh vifits, viiit Jifere, ^ 

And breathe from your debauch: Gi^e, and reduce 

Surfeit* s dominion o'er you : But fo great 

Your impudence, you bluih at what is right. 

Happy \ did forrow feize on fucb alone. 
Not prudence can defend, or virtue favc ; * 
Difeafe invades the challeft temperance; 
And puniihment the guiltlefs; and alarm. 
Thro' thickefl fhades, purfues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into danger turns. 
And, his guard falling, crufhes him to death. 
Not happine/s itfelf makes good her name ; 
Our very wiihes give us not our wifti. 
How diilant oft the thing we doat on mo(l^ 
From that for which we doat, felicity / 
The fmootheft courfe of nature has its pains ; 
And trueji friends, thro' error, wound our relL 
Without misfortune, what calamities ! 
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And what hoftilitiesy without a foe ! 

Noi; are foes wantkig to the bell on earth* 

But endlefs is the lift of human ills. 

And iighs might fooner fail> than caufe to ligh. 

A part how fmali of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted by man ! the reft a ^afte, 
Rocksy defartSj frozen feas, and burning fands : 
Wild haunts of monfters, poifons> ftings, and death. 
Such is earth's melancholy map ! But, hx 
More fad ! this earth is a true map of man. 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To ovoif's wide empire <| where deep traubles tofs, 
IjoiAfirrows howly inyenomM paffions bite, 
Rav'nous calamities our vitals feize. 
And .^reat'ning fate wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who forrow for myfelff 
In age» in infancy, from others' aid 
' Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind, 
I ' ^hat^ nature's Jirfi^ laft leffon to mankind ; 

The felfifh heart deferves the pain it feels. 
More gen'rous forrow, while it finks, exalts ; 
And confcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence^ bids me give 
Swoln thought Si/econd channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief. 
Take then, O World I thy much-indebted tear : 
H6w fad a fight is human happinefs. 
To thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour ! 

thou ! whate'er thou art, whofe heart exults ! 
Wouldft thou I fhould congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou wouldfl ; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs. 

The 
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The falutary cenfure of a friend. 

Thou happy luretch ! by blindncfs thou art bleft; 

By dotage dandled to perpetual frailes. 

Knov/, JmiJer / at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 

Thy pleafure is the promife of thy pain. 

Misfortune, like a creditor fevere. 

But rifes in demand for her delay ; 

She makes a fcpurge of paft profperity. 

To fting thjee more, and double thy diftrcfs. 

Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee» 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fmgs. 
Dear is thy welfare .; think me not unkind; 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy joys. . . 

Think not that^/zr is facred to the ftorm : 

Stand on thy guard againft xhe /miles of fate. 

Is hcav'n tremendous in its frowns ? Moft fure ; 

And in its favours formidable too : 

Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 

A call to duty, not difcharge from care ; 

And fhould alarm us, full as much as woes ; 

Awake us to their .caufey and confequence ; 

And make us tremble, weigh'd with our defert ; 

Awe nature's tumult, and chaftife her joys. 

Left while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert 

To worfe ^?iVi fimple mifery, their charms. 

Revolted joys, like foes in civil war. 

Like bofom friendfhips to refentment four'd. 

With rage envenom'd rife againft our peace. 

Beware what earth calls happinefs ; beware 

All joys, but joys that never can expire. 

Who builds on lefs than an immortal bafe. 

Fond as he feems, condemns his joys to death. 
Mine dy'd with thee. Philander ! thy laft figh 

piiToly'd the charm ; the difcnchanted earth 

Loft 
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Loft all her liiftre. Where her glitt'ring towers f 
Her golden moantains, where ? all darkened dowa 
To naked wafte ; a dreary vale of tears : 
The great magician's dead 1 Thou poor, pale piece 
Of out-caft earthy indarknefs I what a change 
From yefterday ! Thy darling hope fb nearj 
(Long-labour'd prize !) O bow amlMtion flafh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! Ambition troly great. 
Of virtuous praife. Death^s fubde feed within, 
(Sly, treach'ions miner I ) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted icheme« and beckoned 
The worm to riot on that rofe fo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey ! 

Man's forefight is cetutitioitaJfy w^ $ 
Lorenzo ! wifdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firft inftant, its idea fair 
To labouring thought is bom. How dim oar eye t 
The frejent moment terminates our fight ; 
Clouds, thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the nexi ^ 
We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles ; and each, 
£re mingled with the ftreaming fands of life. 
By fate's inviolable oath is fwom 
Deep filcnce, ** Where eternity begins." 

By nature's law, what may be, may be new ; 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rife. 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn i 
Where is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverie 
Is fure to none ; and yet on thb ferbafs. 
This perad<ventwt^ infamous for lyes. 
As on a rock of adamaint, we build 
Our mountain hopes \ fpin out eternal fchemes, 

A» 
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As we the fatal Mers could out-{pin» 
And, big wkh life's futurities, expire. 

Not ev'n Philaj? der had befpoke his fhroud. 
Nor had he caufe ; a warning was deny'd : 
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe ! 
As fudden, tho* for years admoniih'd home. 
Of human ills the lafl extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo ! 2iJlo^ fudden death. 
How dreadful that deliberate furprize ! 
Be wife to-day ; 'tis madnefs to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus x)n, till wifdom is pufh'd out of life. 
Procraftivatiou is the thief of time ; 
Year After year it fteals, tiU all are fled. 
And to the mercies of a moment leaves 
The vaft concerns of an eternal fcene. 
If not fo frequent, would not This be flrange ? 
That 'tis fo frequent. This is ftranger ftill. 
' Of man's miraculqus miftakes, this bears 
The palm, " That all men are about .to live,'* 
For ever on the brink of being born. 
All pay themfelves the compliment to think 
They one day fhall not dri\^el : and their pride 
On this reverfion takes up ready praife ; 
At leaft, their own ; rUtifiiT future felves applauds ; 
How excellent that life they ne^er will lead ! 
Time lodg'd in their onA)n hands is FoUy'^s vaijs ; 
That lodg'd in fate\ to 'wifdom they confign ; 
The thing they can't but /«r/^, they pofif one ; 
•Tis not in fblfy, not io fcorn a fool ; 
And fcarce in human wifdom to do more; 
All promiie is poor dilatory man. 
And that thro' cv'ry ftage : When young, indeed. 
In full content we, fometimesi nobly reft, 

Unanxioos 
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Unanxious for our/elves \ and only wi(h. 

As duteous fons« omv fathers vrttt more wife. 

At thirty man fuJpeSs himfelf a fool ; 

Knows it 2X forty y and reforms his plan; 

Ax. fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Puihes his prudent porpofe to refolvei 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Refolves; and re-refolves; then dies the fame. 

And why ? Becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal. 
All men think all men mortal, but Themfelves; 
Thcmfelves, when fome alarming (hock of fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the fudden dread; 
But their hearts wounded^ like the wounded air. 
Soon clofe; where pad the ihaft, no trace is found. 
As from the iving no fear the flcy retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel; 
So dies in human hearts the thought of death. 
Ev'n with the tender tear which nature flieds 
O'er thofe wc love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander? That were ftfange ! 

my full heart— But ihould I give it vent. 
The longeft night, tho' longer far, would fail. 
And the lark liften to my midnight fong. 

The fpritely lark*s ihrill matin wakes the morn; 
Grief *s fharpeft thorn hard preffing on my breaft, 

1 drive, with wakeful melody, to chear 

The fullen gloom, fweet Philomel! like Thee, 

And call the ftars to liften: £vVy ftar 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Yet be not vain; there are, who thine excel. 

And charm thro' difbnt ages: Wrapt in (hade, 

Pris'ner of darknefs ! to the filent hours. 

How. often I repeat their rage divine. 

To lull my griefs, and ileal my heart from woe ! 

I roU 
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I roll their raptures, bat not catch their fire. 

Dark, the' not blind, like thee, Maonides ! 

Or, Milton! thee; ah could I reach your flrain! 

Or Hisy who made Maonides our O-ivxr. 

Man too He fung : Immortal man 1 ling ; 

Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life ; 

What, nvwy but immortality can pleafe? 

O had He prefs'd his theme, purfu'd the track. 

Which opens out of darknefs into day ! 

O had he, mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soar'd where I fink, and fung Immortal man t 

How had it bleil mankind, and refcu'd me! 



NX GH'T 



NIGHT THE SECOND. 



O M 



TIMJE, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 



Vot.II. 



NIGJHT THE SECOND. 

ON 

TIME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 

to THE RIGHT HONOITRABLE 

THE EARL OF WILMINGTON. 

A. ■*. ■*. .il j|, A A A A A A A 

▼▼▼▼▼v "w '•• "•' ♦" ■*■ •■ 



** JI/THE N the Cock cren»» he tuep^* — ^fmote by that cye> 

Which looks on me> on all : That pow'r, who bids 
This midnight centinel^ with clarion ihrilli 
Emblem of that which (hall awake the ddad> 
Roufe fouls from flamber« into thoughts of Hea'V^tu 
Shall I too weep ? Where then is fortitude ? 
And« fortitude abandon'd« where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he fees the light ; 
He that is born, is lifted ; life is war ; 
Eternal war with woe. Who bears it beft> 
Deierves it leaft.— On other themes I'll dwell. 
LoRBNZo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee> 
And thine f on themes may pro£t ; profit there. 
Where moft thy need. Themes, too, the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's duil. He, //&iV4> tho' dead* 
^ ,. Pi May 



UZ THE COMPLAINT. Nightll. 

MV ^ befriend— rWhat thelites ? Ttme't tAiondrofif Prictt, 

Death, Friendjhip, and P m l a n D B fi,*s final fcem^ 

So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain 

Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag'djt 

The g^Qod d^ed wp^ld delight |nf ; half iir^re& 

On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from grief 

Call glory*— Doft thou mourn Philander 's fate I 

J know thou fay'ft it : Says thy li/e the fame ? 

He mourns the dead, who lives as they defire. 

Where is that thrift, tha»t avarice of T I M E, 

(O glorious avarice !) thought of death infpires^ 

^s rumour'd robberies endear our gold ? 

O Time / than gold more (acred ; more a load 

Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wife. 

What moment granted man without account \ 

What j^ftfrj are fquander'd, ivifdomh debt unpaid * 

Our wealth in days, aU due to that difcharge. 

Hafle, hafte, he lies in wait,, he's at the door, 

Iniidious Death ! ihould his (Irong hand, arreft,^ 

No compofition fcts the pri&*ner free^ 

Eternit/i inexorable chain 

Faft binds ;. and vengeance claims the fuU arrean, 

How late I ihudder'd on the bripk ! how late 
Life call'd for her laft refuge in defpair ! 
That Time is mine, O Me a a I to. thee I owe ;. 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity, 
But ill my genius, anfwers my defire ; 
My fickly fong is mortal, paft thy curc^ 
Accept the will i-^that dies not with my fb^in^ 

For what calls thy difeafe, Lorenzp? not 
For Efculafian^ but for Moral aid* 
Thou think'ft it folly to be wife too iboiK 
Toutb is not rich in Time, it may be poor; 
Part wi^ it as. wirfx money, fparing ; pajr 
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No moment, but in purchafe of its worth ; 
And what its worth, afk death-beds ; they can tclh 
Part with it as with life, reluflant ; big 
With holy hope of nobler time to come ; • 
*rime higher aim'd. Hill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels; virtue more divine. 

Is this our duty, imfdom^ g^ory* gain ? 
{Tbe/i heav'n benign in vital union binds) 
And fport we like the natives of the bough. 
When vernal funs infpire ? Amufement reigns 
Man's great demand : To trifle is to live : 
And ifi it then a trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou fay*ft I preach, Lorenzo ! 'Tis confeAi 
What, if for once, I preach thee quite aivake ? 
Who 'w2Six£ amufiment in the flame of battle? 
Is it not treafon, to the foul immortal^ 
Her foes ih arms, eternity the prize ? 
Will toys amufe^ when med'cines cannot cure \ 
When fpirits ebb, when life's ehchahting fcenes 
Their luftre lofe, and leflTen in bur fight. 
As lands> and cities with their glitt'ring fpires. 
To the poor Ihatter'd bark, by fudden ftorm 
Thrown off to fea, atid foon to perifh there ? 
Will Toys amufe ? No": Thrones will then be toys. 
And earth and fki^s feem duit upon the fcale. 

Redeem we time \ — Its hfi we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lor£nzo for his high-priz'd fports ? 
He pleads time's hum'rous hlanks ; he loudly pleads 
The ftraw-like trifles on life's common ftream. 
From whom thofe blanks and trifles, but from ihee ? 
No blank, no trifle, nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, ot purposed virtue, ftill be thine ; 
This cancels thy complaint at once* This leaves 
Jn oB no irifli, and no blank in time. 

P 3 This 
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This greatensy fills, immortalizes all ; 

This, the bleil art of turning all to gold ; 

This, the gooJ heart's prerogative to raifc 

A royal tribute from the poorefl: hours ; 

Immenfe revenue ! ev'ry moment/^/. 

If nothing more than purpofe in thy power ; 

Thy purpofe firm, is equal to the deed : 

Who does the beft his circumftance allows. 

Does well, ads nobly ; angels could no more. 

Our outward SiSt indeed, admits reflraint ; 

*Tis not in thinjgs o'er thought to domineer ; 

Guard well thy thought ; our thoughts are heard in heaven^. 

On all important Time, thro' ev'ry age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wife have urg'd ; the man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 
** Pve lofi a ^tfy"— — the prince who nobly cry'd 
Had been an emperor without his crown ; 

Of Reme ? fay, rather, lord of human race : 

He fpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
( "So fhould all fpeak : So rea/hu fpeaks in all : \ 
\' From the ibft whifpers of that God in man« » 

Why fly to folly, why to phrenzy fly. 

For refcue from the blfJIittg we poflefs ? 

Time the fupreme !— Time is Eternity ; 

Pregnant with all eternity can give ; 

Pregnant with all, that makes archangels fmile. 

Who murders time, he crufhes in the birth 

A pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd. 

Ah 1^. how unjuil to nature, and himfel^ 

Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiflent man ! 

Like children babbling nonfenie in their fports^ 

We cenfure nature for a fpan too fhort; 

That fpan too (hbrt, we tax as tedious too ; 

.Torture invention, all expedients tire. 

To 
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To lafh the Itng'riog mooifeats into fpeei. 
And wjiirl us {hsi^fy riddance !) from otirfelvest 
/ jfrts brainlefs Jrt I our fariotts. charioteer \ ^ 
f^ \ (For Nature^s voice unftifled would recall) ) 
Drives headlong tow'rds the precipice of death ; 
Death, moft our dread; death tkus more dreadfbl made: 
O what a riddle of abfnrdity ! 
Lei/ure is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels ; 
How heavily we drag die load of life ! 
Bleft leifure is our curfe ; like that of Cam, 
It makes as wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant* thought As Atlas groan'd ' 
The world beneath* we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry fpr jneicy to the next amufement; 
The next amufement mortgages our fields ; 
Slight incpnvenience 1 pxjfons hardly frowp. 
From hateful 7/W if priibns fet us free. 
Yet when l>0ash kindly tenders us relief. 
We call him cruel ; years to moments flirink* 
Ages to years. The tdefcope. is turned. ' 
To man's falfe optics (from his folly falfe) 
Tiwuy in advance, behind him hides his wings. 
And feeihs to.creep, decrepit with his age ; 
Behold him, wh^n paft by ; what then is feen. 
But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds I 
And all mankijid, in contradidtion ftrong. 
Rueful, aghaft ! cry out on his career. 

Leave to thy foes thefe.errors, and thefe ills ; 
To nature juft, their Coi^ and Curt explore. 
Not ihort heav'n'f boanty, boondlefs our expence $ 
^ No niggard, nature:; men are prodigals* 
We waficr not ufe our time ; we breathe, not live. 
Time luafted is exiftence, u^4 is life. 
And barc*txifi€nct$ man, to /kcv ordain'd, 

P 4 Wrings, 
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Wrings, and opprefles with enormous weight. . 
And why ? fincc Time was giv'n for ufc, not wafte, 
Injoin'd to fly ; with tempcll, tide, and ftars. 
To keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man ; 
Timers ttfe was doom'd a pleafare: Waib, a pain; 
That man might /2rf/ his error, if unfeen : 
And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure ; 
Not, blund'ring, fplit on idlenefs for eafe. 
Life's cares are comforts ; fuch by heav'n defign'd; 
He that has none, mud make them, or be wretched* 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The foul is on a rack ; the rack of refi. 
To fouls moft adverfe ; adtion all their joy. 

Here then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we ^reftle, with Great Nature* s Flan ; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart his will, fliall contradi£l their own« 
Hence our unnatural quarrels with ourfelves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bofom-broils ; 
We pufli time from us, and we wifh him back ; 
Lavifli of lullrums, and yet fond of life; 
Life we think long, and fliort ; Death feek, and fhun ; 
Body and foal, like peevifh man and wife. 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here. 
How taflelefs ! and how terrible, when gone ! 
Gone ! they ne'er go ; when paft, they haunt us ftiU | 
The fpirit walks, of ev'ry day deceas'd; 
And fmiles an angel, or a fiuy frowns. 
Nor death» nor life delight us. If umefafi. 
And time pojefi, both pain us, what can pieafe f 
That which the Deity to pieafe ordain'd. 
Time ui'J* The man who confecrates his hours 

Bjr 
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By vigorous effort, and an honeft aim. 
At once he draws the lling of life and death ; 
Hcwaiis with Nature*, and her paths are peace. 
Our error's caafe and cure are feen : See next 
Time's Nature, Origin, Importance, Speedy 
And thy great Gain from urging his career.— 
All-fenfual man, becaufe untouch'd, unfeen. 
He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elie 
Is truly man's; 'tis fortune's.— Time's a god. 
Haft thou ne'er heard of Tithe* % omnipotence ? 
For, or againfi, what wonders he can do ! 
And tuill: To ftand blank neuter he difdains. 
Not on tho/e terms was Time (heav'n's ftranger!) fent 
On his important embafTy.to man. 
Lorenzo ! no : On the long-deftin'd hour. 
From everlafting ages growing ripe. 
That memorable hour of wondrous birth. 
When the Dread Sire, on emanation bent. 
And big with nature, riling in his might, 
Call'd forth creation (for then Time was born). 
By Godhead ftreaming thro' a thoufand worlds ; 
Not on tho/e terms, from the great days of heaven. 
From old eternity's myflerious orb. 
Was Time cut off, and caft beneath. the fkies ; 
The fkies, which watch him in his new abode, . 
Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres ; 
That horologe machinery divinel 
Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, play. 
Like num'rous wings around him, as he Hies : 
Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they fhape . . 

His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 
To gain his goal, to reach his antienc reft. 
And join anew Eternity his lire ; 
In his immutability to neft. 

When 
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Wlien worlds, that ooont his cirdes mow, «iihing'd» 
(Fate the load fignal founding) headlong ralh 
To timely night and chaos, whence they xok. 

Why fpnrthefpeedy? Why wkh levities 
New wing thy ih<Ht, fiiort^ay's too rajnd flight f 
Know'ft thoB» or what thou doft, or what is. done ? 
Man dies from Time, and Time from man ; too foon 
In fad divorce this double flight mufl end : 
And then, where aK we ? where, Lor£N2o i then 
Thy fports ? thy pomps f-^I grant thee, in a ftate 
Not unambitious ; in the rmjkd (krouA, 
Thy Panaa tomb's tritm^ant arch beneath. 
Has Dutth his fopperies ? Then well may Lift 
Put on her plume, and \fi her rambow fliine. 
Yt <well-Mrray*di Yclilicsof our land! 
Ye lilies male ! who neither toil, nor fpiu, 
(As filler lilies might) if not ^ wife 
As Solomon, more fumptuous to the fight ! 
Ye delicate I who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves mod infupportable ! for whom 
The winter rofe mull blow, the fun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo ; filky-foft 
Fa'vonius breathe ftill fofter, or be chid ; 
And other worlds fend odours, fauce, and fong. 
And robes, and notions, fram'd*in foreign looms ! 
O ye LoKENZOs of our age ! who deem 
One moment unamns'd, a mifery 
Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud 
For ev'ry bawble drivePd o'er by fenfe ; 
For rattles, and conceits of ev'ry cafl. 
For change of follies, and relays of joy. 
To drag your patient through the tedious length 
Of a ftiort winter's </«y— fey, fages T fey. 
Wit's oracles 1 fey, dreamers of gay- dreams I 

How 
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How will you weather an ktermd nighty 
Where fiich expedients fail ? 

O treacherous ConfcienceJ while flie feems to fleep 
On ro/e and turtle, lulled with fyren ibng ; 
While file feems, hodding'o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong Appetite the ilacken'd rein. 
And give us up to licence^ unrecalPd, 
Unmark'd ;— fee, from behind her fecret ftand. 
The fly informer minutes ev*ry fault. 
And her dread diary mth horror fills. 
Not the grofs A3 alone employs her pen ; 
She reconnoitres Fancy ^ airy b^nd, 
A watchful foe ! the formidable ipy, 
Lift'ning, o'erhears the whifpers of our camp : 
Our dawning purpofes of heart explof e^ 
And ileals our emJbryos of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious ufurers conceal 
Their doomfday-book from att-confuming heirs ; 
Thus, with indulgence moft fevere, Ihe treats 
Us {pendthrifts of ineflimable Time ; 
Unnoted, notes each moment mifapply'd ; 
In leaires more durable than leaves of brafs. 
Writes our whole hiflory ; which Death ihall read 
In ev'ry pale delinquent's private ear ; 
And Judgment' ^vl\>^^ ; publifh to more worlds 
Than this ; and endlefs age in groans refound. 
LotLEKZOt/uch that Sleeper in thy breall ! 
Such is her flumber ; and her vengeancey^r^^ 
For (lighted counfel; fuch thy future peace ! 
And think'fl thou ftill thou canft be wife too/oon ? 

But why on Time (6 lavifh is my fong ? 
On this great theme kind Nature keeps a fchool. 
To teach her fons herfelf. Each night we die. 
Each morn are born anew : Each day, a life! * 

• And 
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And (hall we kill each day ? If Tnfii^g IdUs ; 

Sore Fice muft butcher. O what heaps of flain 

Cry out for vengeance on as ! Time deftroy*d 

Is Suicide, wliere more than B,looi/ is fpilt. , 

Time files> death urges, knells call» heaven invites^ 

Hell threatens : All exerts ; in efFort^ ail; 

More than creation labours !--^labours more ? 

And is there in creation* what> amidH 

This tumult univerfal* wing'd difpatch. 

And ardent energy, fupbely yawns ?-— 

Man fleeps ; and Man alone ; and Man, whofe fate* 

Fate irreverfible, intirc, extreme, 

Endiefs, hair-hung, breeze-ihaken, o^er the gulph 

A moment trembles; drops ! and Man, for whom 

All elfe is in alarm ! Man, the fole caufe 

Of this furrounding ftorm I and yet he ileeps. 

As the ftorm rock'd to reft.— Throw Tears away t 

Throw Empires, and be blamelefs. Moments feize ; 

Heav'n's on their wing : A moment we may wifh. 

When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand ftill» 

Bid him drive back his car, and reimport 

The period paft, regive. the given hour. 

LoRENKO, more than miracles we want; 

Lorenzo— O for yefterdays to come ! 

Such is the language of the man awake ; 
His ardor fuch, for what opfrejfes thee. 
And is his ardor vain, Lorenzo ? No ; 
That more than miracle the gods indulge ; 
To-day is Yefierday returned ; returned 
Full power'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn. 
And reinftate us on the Rock of peace. 
Let it not fliare its predeceilbr's fate ; 
Nor, like its elder fillers, die a fool. 
Shall it evaporate in fume I Fly off 

Fuliginous, 
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Fuliginoas, and ftain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour'd ? 
More wretched for the clemencies of heav'n? 

Where (hall I find Him ? Angels ! tell me where. 
you know him : He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall 1 fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
Or trace his footfteps by the rifing flowers ? 
Your golden wings, «ow hov'ring o'er him, flied 
Prote^on ; now, are waving in applaufe 
To that bleft fon of forefight ! lord of fate ! 
That awful independent on To-morrow ! 
Whofe nuork is done ; who triumphs in the Pa/f ; 
Whofe Yefterdays look backwards with a fmile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious lot ! paft hours« 
Jf not by gmlt, yet wound us by their flight. 
If folly bounds our profpeft by the grave, 
AH feeling of futurity benumb'd ; 
AH god-like paflion for etecnals (^uepchti 
Ail rclifti of realities expir'd ; 
l^enounc'd all correfpondence with the ikies ; 
Our freedom chsdn'd ; quite winglefs our defire ; 
In fenfe dark-prifon'd alLthat ought to foar; 
Prone to the centre ; crawling in the duft ; 
Difmounted ev'ry great and glorious aim ; 
Embruted ev^ry faculty divine ; 
Heart-bury 'd in the rubbifh of the world. 
The world, that gulph of fouls, immortal fouls. 
Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 
To reach the diilant ikies, and triumph there 
On thrones, which ihall not mourn their matters chang'd, 
*l'ho' we from Earth ; Ethereal, they that fell. 
§uch« veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who 
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Who venerate thcmfclvci, the world dcfpife. 
For what, gay friend ! is this ifcutchton^d worlds 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal night I 
A night» that glooms us in the noon-tide ray. 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the (hrowL * 
Life's little flage is a fmatl entinence. 
Inch-high the grave above ; that home of man^ 
Where dwells the multitude: We gaze around; 
We read their monuments ; we figh ; and while 
We iigh, we fink ; and are what we depbr'd ; 
Lamenting, or lamented, all our. lot ! 

Is death at diflance ? No : He has been on thee ; 
And giv'n fure earned of his final blow. - 
Thoie hours that lately fmilM, where are they now ? 
Pallid to thought, and ghal^y I drownM, all drowned 
In that great deep, wl^ich nothing diiembogues ! 
And, dying, they bequeath'd thee finall renown. 
The reft are on the wing : How fleet their flight ! 
. Already has the fatal train took fire ; 
A moment, and the world's blown up to thtt ; 
The fun is darknefs, and the fbrs are duft. 

'Tis greatly wife to talk with our pail hours ; 
And aflc them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
And bow they might have borne more welcome news* 
Their anfwers form what men Experience call ; 
If WifdonCt friend, her beft ; if not, worfl foel 
O reconcile them ! Kind Experience cries, 
«• There's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
^ The more our joy, the more we know it vain ; 
«* And by fuccefs are tutor'd to deipair," 
Nor is jit only thus, but muft be fo. 
Who knows not this^ tho' grey, is dill a child. 
Loofe then fh>m earth the grafp of fond defire. 
Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. 

Art 
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Art thott fo moored thou canft not difengag«» ' 
Kor give thy thoughts a ply to fatore icenes i 
Since, by Lifers paffing breath, blown up from earthy 
Light, as the fummer's daft, we take in air 
A moment's giddy flight, and fall agsun ; 
Join the dull mai^, increafe the trodden foil. 
And ileep, till earth herfelf (ball be no more ; 
Since tJben (as emmets, their fmall world overthrown) 
We, ibre-amaz'd, from out earth's ruins crawl. 
And rife to fate extreme of foul or fair. 
As man's own choice (conti^uler of the ikies !) 
As man's defpotic will, peHuips ^fie hour, 
(O how omnipotent is time !) decrees; 
Should not each nAfarning give a ilrong alarm f 
Warning, far lefs than that of bobm torn 
From bofom, bleeding o'er the facred dead I 
Should not each dial fbike us as we paft. 
Portentous, as the ^written ivall, which ilnick. 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Jijj^ian pale, 
£re-while highrfluiht, with infolence, and wine ? 
Like that, the dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy banquet up : 
** O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; 
** And, while it lads, is emptier than my (hade.'* 
Its filent language fuch: Nor need'A thou call 
Thy Magii to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walk : 
Doftafk, How? Whence? 5^i<&4i«auir-like, amaz'd f 
Man's make indofes the fure feeds of death; 
Life feeds the murderer: Ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his nurfe devours. 

But, here, Lorenzo, the delufion lies; 
That^Azr Jhadmu, as it meafures life. 
It life refembles too : Life fpeeds aw^y 
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From point to point, tho* ieeming to ftand ftilL 

The cunning fugitive is fwift by ftealth ; 
Too fubtle is the movement to be ieen ; 
Yet ibon man's hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warmngi point out our danger ; Gwrnons, time : 
As theje are ufelefs when the fan is fet : 
So tho/e, but when more glorious Rea/bn Ihines. 
\lUaJon fhottld judge in all ; in reafon's eye, 

hat fedemary fhadow travels hard. 

Qt fuch our gravitation to the wrong. 
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wiih, 
*Tis later with the wife than he's aware : 
A Wilmington goes flower than the fun : 
And all mankind miflake their time of day ; 
Ev*n age itfelf. Frefh hopes arc hourly fown 
In fnrrow'd brows. To gentle life's defcent 
We flittt our eyes, and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter, for the fpring ; 
And turn our bleffings into bane. Since oft 
Man mud compute that age he cannot/^//. 
He fcarce {)elieves he's older for his years. 
Thus, at life's lateft eve, we keep in ftore 
One difappointment fure, to crown the reH; 
The difappointment of a promis'd hour. 

On This, or fimilar, Philani>er ! thou 
Whofe mind was moral, a& the preacher's tongue ; 
And ilrong, to wield all fcience, worth the name ; 
How often we talk'd down the fummer's fun. 
And cool'd our pailions by the breezy fiream \ 
How often thaw'd and flwrten'd winter's eve. 
By confiid kind, that ftruck out latent truth, 
Beft found, fo fought ; to the Reclu/e more coy ! 
Thoughts difentangle palling o'er the lip; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away, 

3 Or 
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Or kept to tie op nonfenfe for a fong ; 
Song, fafhionably fmitlefs; fuch as ffauns 
The Faucet and unhallow'd Peffitm fires | 
Chiming her faints to Qytbere£% fane. 

Know'ft thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains? 
As bees mixt NeHar draw from fragrant fiow'rs, 
So men from FRIENDSHIP, Wifdm and Dtliiht\ 
'Twins ty'd by nature, if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach ? 
Good Senji will ftagnate. Thoughts ihut up, want air, \ 
And fpoil, like bales unopen'd to the fun. / 1 

Had thought been all, fweet fpeech had been deny'd; 
Speed), thought's canal I fpeech, thought's criterion too t 
Thought in the mine, may come forth gold, or drofi; 
When coin'd in words, we know its real worth* 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufe ; 
'Twill buy thee benefit $ perhaps, renown* I 
Thought, too, delivered, is the more pofieftf j 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retain ( 
The births of intelled ; when dumb, forgot* 
Speech ventilates our intelledtual fire ; 
Speech bumifhes our mental magazine ) 
Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, for ufe* 
What numbers, fheath'd in erudition, lie, 
Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes. 
And rufted in ; who might have borne an edge. 
And play'd a fprightly beam, if bom to (peech; 
If bom bleU heirs of half their mother's tongue \ > * 
'Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate pulh 
Of waves conflicting, breaks^ the learned foum. 
And defecates the ftudent's Handing pool. 
, In Contemplation is his proud refource ? 
'TIS poor, as proud, by Converje jxoMa^Xi*^ 
Rude thought runs wild in Contemplaiiott*% field ; ^ , 

Voi.II. CL CofiVir/i, 
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Cmevtrfit the menage^ breaks it to the bit 
Of dae re(b^nt ; and mudatMt fpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 
Tis converfe qualifies for fdlitnde ; 
As exerdfey for falatary reft. 
By that untator'd, Cttttmpkuim nc9et ; 
And Nattin*8 fod, by Ififdom is undone. 

Wijdom^ tho' richer than Peruvian mines. 
And fvireeter than the fweet ambrofial hive» 
What is ihe, hat the means of Happinefs T 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool ; 
A melancholy fool, without her bells. 
Frimtdfi^pt the means of wiidom, richly gives 
The pMcions end, which makes our wildom wife. 
Natwrtf in aeal for human amity. 
Denies, or damps, an undivided joy. 
Joy is an import ; joy is an exchange ; 
Joy flies monopolifts : It calls for Tvee ; 
Rich fruit ! heav'n-planted I never pluckt by Oua 
Needful auxilian are our friends, to give 
To fecial man true relifh of himfelf. 
Pull on ourfelves, defcending in a Hne, 
Pleafur^i bright beam is feeble in delight : 
Delight intenfe, is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pleafures fire the breaH. 

CelefHal Happihefh whene'er Ihe ftoops 
To viiit earth, one ihrine the gMdefs finds. 
And one alone, to make her iweet amends 
For abfent heav'n^— the boforo of a friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft. 
Each other's pillow to repofe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : In Paffion*s flame 
Hearts melt, but melt like ice, foon harder froze. 
True love ftrikes root in Reafin ; paffion's foe : 

z Vhnm 
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Virtue alone entendert us for life : 

I wrong her much— cntenders us fonevtr: 

Of Friendflfip's iiurefb fruits, the £rttic moft £ur 

Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, 

And> emukufyi rapid in her nbCe. 

O the foft enmity ! endearing ftrife 1 

This carries friendihip to her noon-tide poin^ 

And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From Friend/hip, which oudives my former themeff 
Glorious furrivor of old Time and Death ! 
From Friendihip, thus, that flow'r of heavenly foed. 
The wife extrad earth's laoil Hjhiemm Uifs, 
Superior wifdom, crown'd with imiiing joy. 

But for whom UofiBuns this Elyfiaujkwirf 
Abroad They find, who cherifh it al Hum. 
Lorenzo 1 pardon what my love extorts. 
An honefl love, and not afraid to frown. 
Tho' choice of follies fallen on dke Gnmtt 
None clings more obftinate,. than lancy fond 
That facred friendihip is dieir eafy prey ; 
Caught by the wafture of a golden lure. 
Or fafcination of a high-bom foiile. 
Their fmiles, the Greats and the Cefuee, throw out 
For Others hearts, tenacious of their Own; 
And we no lefs of ours, ^htn/ueb the bait. 
Ye fortune's cofferers ! Ye pow'rs of wealth! 
Can gold gain friendihip ? Impudence of hope ! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the loan for love. 
Lorenzo ! pride reprefs ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in Thee. 
All like the purchafe; few the price will pay; 
And this makes friends fuch miracles below. 

What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 

Q % llbew 
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I fhew thee friendihip DelictCe> as Dear, 
Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Rrverji will wound it ; and Dsfiruft, deftroy. 
Deliberate on all things with diy friend. 
But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry boughj 
Nor ev'ry friend unroCten at the core ; ■ 
Firfl:^ on thy friend, delib'rate with Thyfelf ; 
Paafe» ponder, fife; not Eager in the choice. 
Nor Jealous of the chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before ftiendihip, then confide till deadi. 
Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for Thee ; 
How gallant danger for earth's higheft prize ! 
A friend is worth all hazards we can run. 
'< Poor is the friendlefs mafter of a world : 
** A world in purchafe for a friend is gain." 
So fung He (angels hear that angel iing 1 
Angels from friendihip gather half their joy) 
So fung Philander, as his^firiend went round 
In the rich ichor, in the gen'rous blood 
Of B A cc H u s, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye. 
He drank long health, and virtue^ to his friend ; 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir'd. 
Friemf/hif^s the wine of life ; but friendihip new 
(Not fuch was His) is nether Strong, nor Pure. 
O ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth. 
And elevating fpirit; of a friend. 
For twenty fummers ripening by my fide ; 
All feculence of falihood long thrown down ; 
All focial virtues rifing in his foul ; 
As cryflal clear ; and fmiling, as they rife ! 
Here nedar flows ; it fparkles in our fight ; 
Rich to the taftcf and genuine from the heart. 
High-flavour'd blifs for gods I on earth how rare I 
Qn earth how lofi /— P aiLANDERisftO more^ 

. 2 Think'ft 
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Think'ft thou the theme intoxicates my fong ? 
Am I too warm ?— Too warm I camiot be. 
I lov'd him much ; but now I love him more. 
Like birds, whofe beauties langu)ih, half-conceal'd» 
Tin, mounted on the wing, their gloffy plumes 
Expanded fhine with azure, green, and gold ; 
How bleffings brighten as they take their flight ! 
His flight Philander took; his upward flight. 
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, 
(That eagle genius !) O had he let fall 
One feather as he flew ; I, then, had wrote. 
What friends might flatter ; prudent foes forbear ; 
Rivals fcarce damn; and 2^oilus reprieve. 
'Yet what I can, I mufl : It were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the fkies. 
And caft in fliadows his illultrious clofe. 
Strange ! the theme moft afledting, mofl fublime. 
Momentous moft to man, fliould fleep nnfung ! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Cbriftian ; to the blufh of wit. 
Man's highefl triumph ! man's profoundeft &U ! 
The Death-bed of the juft ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a Divine : 
Angels fliould paint it, angels ever There ; 
There, on a poll of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philander bids ; 
And glory tempts, and inclination call s - ■■ 
Yet am I flruck ; as flruck the foul, beneath 
Aerial Groves impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty Rusn*s folemn fliade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-horn Du/f, 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter'd kings $ 
Or, at the midnight Jksar^a^ haUow'd flame. 
Is it religion to proceed : I pau fc ■ 

0^3 And 
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And enter, zm^d, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No : It is his ihrine : 
Behold him, there, jaft rifing to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate. 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walk 
Of *virtmuj life, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profime 1 If not, draw near with awe. 
Receive the UefEng, and adore the chance. 
That threw in this Bethejda your difeafe ; . 
If unreftor'd by This, defpair your cure. 
For Here^ refiitieis demonflration dwells ; 
A death-bed's a dete^r of the heart. 
Hire tir'd diffiMuUuion drops her mafque. 
Thro' life's grimace, that mifbefs of the fcene ! 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
Yon fee the Man ; you fee his hold on heav'n ; 
If found his virtue; as Philandb^'s, found, 
Heav'n waits not the lafl moment ; owns her friends 
On this fide death ; and points them oat to men, 
A ledure, filent, but of fov'reign pow'r I 
To vice> confufion; and to virtue, peace* 

Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays. 
Virtue Uone has majefty in death ; 
And greater ftill, the more the tyrant frowns. 
Philandkr! he ieverely frown'd on thee. 
" No warning giv'n ! Unceremonious fate I 
** A fttdden rufli from life's meridian joy ! 
** A wrench from all we Uve I from all we «r# / 
** A reftlefs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque 
« Beyond conjedlure I feeUe Natmre^s dread ! 
<« Strong Reafii^h fliudder at the dark unknown ! 
•* A fun extinguiflit ! a jufl opening grave ! 
« And Oh ! the laft, laft, what ? (can words expreis ? 
^ Thought reach it the hft«-i&fatf# of a frieikl i" 

Wheie 
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Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, where. 
This hideous group of ills, yf\ii<^Jtngly ihock. 
Demand from man ?— >I thought him man till now. 

Thro* nature's wreck, thro* vanquilht agonies, 
(Like the ftars ftruggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace t 
Where, the frail mortal? the poor abjefl worm ? 
No, not in death, the Mortal to be found, t 
His condttfi is a legacy for All. 
Richer than Mammon^s for his fingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; Great in ruin. 
With unrelu6ta^t grandeur, gi'ves, not yields 
His foul fublinlie; and clofes with his fate. 

*How our hearts burnt within us at the fcene ! 
Whence this brave bound o'er limits fixt to man ? 
His God fuftains him in his final hour ! 
His final hour brmgs glory to his God ! 
Man's glory heav'n vouchfafes to call her own. 
We gaze, we weep ; mixt tears of grief and joy t 
Amazement flrikes ! devotion burfts to flame !^ 
Cbriftians Adore ! and Infidels Believe ! 

As fome tall tow'r, or lofty mountain's brow. 
Detains the fun, Illuilrious from its height; 
While rifing vapours, and defcending fhades. 
With damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious vale ; 
Undampt by doubt, undarken'd by defpair. 
Philander, thus, auguiUy rears his head. 
At that black hour, which gen'ral horror fheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng : 
Sweet Peacep.zxidi heav'nly Hope, and humble Joj, 
Divinely beam on his exalted foul ; 
PeilruAion gild, and crown him for the Ikies, 

With incommunicable luftrCrMght. 

Q4 NIGHT 
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TO HER GRACE 

THE DUCHESS OF P 

Jjrnofcenda quidem, Jcirent Ji igno/cere mams* Vi&c* 
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FROM Dreams f where thought in ^ncy's maze runs madj / 
To Rea/on, that heav*n-lightcd lamp in man, / 
Once more I wake ; and at the deflin'd hour, 
Pandual as lovers to the moment fwom, 
I keep my affignation with my woe. 

O ! Loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. 
Loft to the noble Tallies of the foul ! 
Who think it folitude, to be Alone. 
Communion {weet ! communion large and high ! 
Our Rea/on, Guardian AngtU and our God I i^ 
Then neareft Thefc, when Others moft remote % 
And All, ere long, fhall be remote, ^Thiefc. 
How dreaidAiU ^tbtnt to meet them all alone, 

A ftranger! 
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Aftranger! unacknowledg'd ! anapproT'd! 

N9W ^Qo them ; wed them ; bind them to thy bread ; 

To win thy wifh> creation has no more. 

Or if we wifli 2l fourth, it is a Friend— 

But friends, how mortal ! dang'roos the deiire. 

Take Phoebus to yourfelves, ye balking bards ! 
Inebriate at fair fortune*s fountain-head ; 
And reeling thro* the wildernefs of joy ; 
Where Senfi runs favage, broke from Reafin^% chain. 
And iings falfe peace, till fmother'd by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my fong ; 
Unlike the deity my fong invokes. 
I to Day^s foft-ey'd fifler pay my court, 
(En |>Y M ion's rival !•) and her aid implore ; 
Now firft implor'd in fuccour to the Mu/e. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow • Cynthia's form. 
And modeilly forego thine Own ! O Thou, 
Who didft thyfelf, at midnight hours, inipire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia patronefs of fong ? 
As Thou her crefcent, fhe thy character 
Aifumes ; dill more a goddefs by the change. 

Are there demurring wits, who dare diipute 
This revolution in the world injpir'd? 
Ye train Pierian ! to the Lunar fphere. 
In filent hour, addrefs your ardent cal{ 
For aid immortal ; lefs her brother's right. 
She, with the ipheres harmonious^ nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and h^ars their matchlefs drain, 
A ilrain for gods, deny'd to mortal ear. 
Tnanfmitit heard, thou iilver queen of heav'n ! 
What title, or what name, endears thee mod ? 
Cynthia! Cyllene I Phoebe !— or dod hear 

• At the duke of No r f l k*s mafqoerade. 

With 
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With higher gull» fidr P-«— -d of the ikies ! 

Is that the foft inchantment calls thee down. 

More pow'rful than of old Circean charm ? 

Come ; bat from heay'nly banquets with thee bring 

The (bul of fong, and whiiperia my ear 

The theft divine; or in propitious dreams 

(For dreams are Thine) transftiTe it thro' the breaft 

Of thy firft votary— —But not thy laft ; 

If, Hke thy Name/ake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be ; kind on fuch a theme ; 
A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme that rofe all pale, and told my foul, 
*Twas Night I on her fond hopes perpetual night; 
A night which ftrack a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which imote me from PHiLANOfia's tomb* 
Narcissa follows, ere his tomb is dos'd. 
Woes clttfter ; rare, zxt/oliuay woes ; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel; 
Her death invades bis moumfiil right, and claims 
The grief that ftarced from my lids for Him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear. 
Or ihares it, ere it falls. So frequent deatfa,^ 
Sorrow he mon than caufes, he confounds ; 
For human^iighs his rival fbokes contend. 
And make diftrefs, diib-adion* OhPHtLAKDER! 
What was thy &te ? A double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a bbw i 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace. 
Not lefs a bird of omen, than of prey. 
It call'd.NARCissA long before her hour ; 
It caQ'd her tender ibul, by break of blifs, 
JFrom the firft bloilbm, from the buds of joy ; 

Thofe 
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Thofe few onr noxiocu hte unUaAed leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmonift! and Beautiful as ^eet ! 
And Young as beautiful i and Soft as young ! 
And Gay as foft I and Innocent as gay ! 
And Happy (if aught Happy here J as good ! 
For fortune fond had built her nefl on high. 
Like birds quite exquifite of note and {dumcy 
Transfixt by /ate (who loves a lofty mark) 
How from the fummit of die grove fhe feU^ 
And left it unharmonious I All its charms 
Extinguifht in the wonders of her fbng ! 
Her fong (till vibrates in my raviiht ear. 
Still melting there» and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her ! ) thrilling thro' my heart ! 

Song» Beauty, Youth, Love, Virtue, Joy I this gioop 
Of bright ideas, flowers of paradife. 
As yet unforfeit ! in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefeat it to the fides ; as All 
We guefs of heav'n : And th/e were all her own. 
And ihe, was mine ; and I was^-oviu /-— moft b}eft«— 
Gay title of the deepeft mifery i 
As bodies grow more pond'rous, roUb'd of life ; 
Gooii loft weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 
Like bloflbm'd trees o'ertum'd by vernal ftorm. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death ftill lovely, lovelier There; 
Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. 
And will not the ievere excufe a figh ? 
Scorn the proud man that is afham'd to weep ; 
Our tears indul^d indeed deferve our ihame. 
Ye that e'er loft an angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the luftre langniiht in her eye. 

Dawning 
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Dawning a dimmer day on Human fight ; 
And on her cheek* the refidence of fpring, 
Fale omen &t ; and fcattcr'd fears around 
On all thsitfkw (and who woald ceafe to gaze^ 
That once had feen ?) with hafte, parental hafte» 
I flew, I ibatch'd her from the rigid north. 
Her native bed* on which bleak Bortsu hlew^ 
And bore her nearer to the fiin; the fmi 
(As if the fan could tnrj) checkt his iieam, 
Deny'd his Wonted fiKCOur ; nor wkh more 
Regret beheld her drooping, than the bells 
Of lilies ; faireft lilies, not fo fiiir ! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace ! 
Who dwell in £elds, and lead ambroiial lives ; 
In mom and evening dew, your beauties bather 
And drink the fun i which gives your dieeks to glbw^ 
And out-blafh Cmne excepted) ev'ry fair; 
You gladlier grewa ambitious of her hand. 
Which often c«^ your odours, incenfe meet 
To thought fe pare t Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man 1 for man you finile; 
Why not fmile at him too ? You ihare indeed 
His fttdden pafs ; but not his ccmftant pain. 

So man is made, nought mtniflers ddight^ 
By what his glowing paflions can engage ; 
And glowing paffions, bent on aught below, 
Muft, foon or late, with anguiih turn the fcale ; 
And anguiih, after rapture, how fevere I 
Rapture ? Bold man i who tempts the wrath divine^ 
By plucking fruit deny'd to mortal taflse. 
While Jbere, prefuming on the rights of heav'n. 
For tranfport doft thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend's expence be wife; 
Lean not on earth; 'iwiU pierce thee to the h^art ; 

A broken 



S4» THE COMPLAINT. Nightin. 

And contum^DS hi» konumty : 
What then his vengeance? Hear it not« yc ftan! 
And thoa> pale moon !^ turn pakr at the ibnnd; 
Man is to man the foreft^ fureft ill* 
A previous blafl ibretels the ri£ng donn ; 
O'erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall; 
Volcanos bellow ere ikey difembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour ; 
And fmoke betrays the wide-conioming be : 
Ruin from man is moft concealed when near« 
And fends the dreadful tidings in the bk>w« 
Is this the flight of fancy ? Woidd it were t 
Heav'n's Sovereigi^ (aves all beings, but himfelft 
That hideous fight, a naiai human heart. 

Fir'd is the mufe ? And let the mufe be fir'd: 
Who not inflam'd, when what he ipeaks» he feels. 
And in the nerv&moft tendef, in his friends I 
Shame to mankind ! Philandbe had his foes; 
He felt the truths I fing, and I in Him* 
But He, nor I, feel more : Paft ills, Nakcissa ! 
Are funk in Thee, thou recent wound of heart ! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs num'rous, as the numerous ills that fwarm'd 
O'er thy diflinguiih*d fiite, and, duft'ring There 
Thick Vls the locufts on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark die grav^ 
Kefled (if not forgot my touching tale) 
^ow was each circumilance with aipics arm*d I 
An afpic. Each ! and All, an Ify^A^a woe : 
What ilrong Hercukan virtue OQuld fuifioe^?— *— 
Or is it virtue to be conquered Here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ;l 
And each tear qiourns its owmtifiw^ diilreis; 
And each diftrefs, difttnOly moumU demaodi 
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OJf grief dill more> as hcightetl'd by the whole* 

A grief like thii proprietors exdodes : 

Not friends alone fach obfeqaies def^ore ; 

They make Mankind the moarner ; carry fighs 

Far as the fetal Fame can wing her way ; 

And torn the gayeft thought of gayeft age, 

Down their right channel, through thit vde of death* 

The vale of death! that hnflit Gimmerian vale« 
Where darkmfsy brooding o'er an€nifht fates> 
With raven wing incumbent, wait* the day 
(Dread day ! ) tliat interdids ail fiitare change I 
That fubterranean world» that land of ruin ! 
Fit walk, Lorenzo, for prond human, thought I 
There let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balfamic truths, and healing fentiments. 
Of all,moft waiited> and moflr Welcome; here^ 
For gay LoUe n20*5 fake, and for thy own,- 
My foul! ** The fruits of dying friend^ furvey; 
^ Expofe the ^vmn of lile $ weigh life and death; 
^ Give death his eulogy; thy fear fubdue; 
*' And labour that firft palm of noble minds, 
** A manly fcom of terror from the tomb." 

This harveft reap from thy Narcissa's grave* 
As poets feign'd from Ajax' ftreaming blOod 
Arofe, with grief infcrib'd, a mournful flow'r; 
Let wifdom bloflbm from my mortal wound. 
An^Jirft, of dying friends; what fruit froih Aikl 
It brings us more than triple aid; an aid 
To chafe our tboughtkjnefsyfeary pride, and guilu 

Our dying friends come o*er us like a cloud. 
To damp our braitileis ardors; and abate 
That glare of li^, which often blinds the wife. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged pafs tD dentk; €o break tbofe bftrr 

R a Oi 
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Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Crofs our obftroded way; and, thus to make 
Welcome^ ^/afe, our port from ev*ry fbrm. 
Each friend' by fate fnatch'd from us» is a plume 
Pluckt from the wing of human vanity. 
Which makes us Hoop from our aerial heights* 
And, dampt with omen of our own deceafe. 
On drooping pinions of ami>ition lowerM, 
Juft flcim earth's furface, ere we break it up. 
O'er putrid earth to fcratch a little dud;. 
And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends 
Are angels fent .on errands full of love ; 
For us they:langui(h, and for us they die : 
And fhall they langui(h, ihall they die, in vain ? 
Ungrateful, ihall we grieve their hov'ring fhades^ 
Which wait the jrevolution in our hearts } 
Shall we difdain their filent, foft addreis ; 
Their pofUiumous advice, and pious pray'r 1 
Senfelefs, as. herds that graze their hallow'd graves* 
Tread under-foot their agonies and groans ; 
Fruftrate their anguifh, and deilroy their deaths i 
Lore nzo ! no ; the thought of death indulge ; 
Give it its.ivholefome empire ! let it reign* 
That kind chaAifer of thy foul in joy ! 
Its reign will ipread thy glorious conquefls. far^ 
And itill ^e tumults of thy ruffled breaft : 
Aufpiclous ^ra 1 golden days, begin 1 
The thought of death fhaU, like a god, infpire. 
And why not think on death ? Is lile the them* 
Of ev'ry thoflght ? and wifti of ev'ry hour ? 
And ibng of ev'ry joy ? Surpriiing truth ! 
The beaten fpaniel'^ fondnefs not fo ftrange. 
To wave the num'rous ills that feize on life 
As ^heir own^ fSQ'gtxtf, their law&l prqr ; 

*,re 



N A R C I S S A. 245 

Ere man bas meafur*d half his weary fUge« 

His luxuries have left him no refeive. 

No maiden reliihes, onbroacht delights ; . 

On cold ferv'd repetitions lie fubiifts» 

And in the taftelefs prefent chews the pafi ; 

Difgufted chews, and fcarce can fwallow down* 

Like lavifli anceflors, his earlier years 

Have difinheritsd his future hours. 

Which ftarve on ortSj and glean their former field. 

Live ever here. Lore nzo !— fhocking thought I 
So (hocking^ they who wifh, difovvn it too ; 
Difbwn from ihame, what they from foUy crave* 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee the light ? 
For what live ever here ?— With laboring ftep 
To tread our former footfteps ? Pace the round 
Eternal \ To climb life's worn, heavy wheeU 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and bea^ 
The beaten track I To bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? To furfeit on the^^i/n^. 
And yawn our joys ? Or thank a mifery 
For change, tho' fad ? To fee what we have feen i^ 
Hear, till unheard, the fame old flabber'd ule \ 
To tafte the tailed,, and at each return 
Lefs tafteful ? O'er our palatea to decant 
Another vintage I Strain a flatter year. 
Thro* loaded veffels, and a laxer tone ? 
Crazy machines to grind earth's wafted fruits ? 
Ill-ground, and worfe concodled ! Load,, not life \ 
The rational foul kennek of excefs I 
Still-ftreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch ! 
Trembling each gulp, left death fhould fnatch the bowL 

Such of oxxvfine ones is the wifh refin'd I 
So would they have it : Elegant dcfire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing ftalls, and wilds ^« 
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But foch exaispks might their riot awe. 
Thro' want of virtue, that is, want of diouglity 
(Tho' on hrigbt tbeugbt they Either all their flights) 
To what are they leduc'd ? To love, and hate, 
- The iame vain world ; to cenfure, and efpoufe. 
This painted ihrew of life, who calls them fvA 
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
Thro' dread of worfe ; to cling to this rode rock 
Barren, to them, of good, and flmrp with ilb. 
And hourly blacken'd with impending florms. 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope ■ 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! fuch dieir pangs of joy ! 

'Tis time, high time, to fliift this difmal fcene. 
This bug^d^ this hideous ftate, what art can cure ? . 
One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; ' 
Virtue— (he, wonder-working goddefs ! charms 
That rock to bloom ; and tames the painted Jhrt^y 
And what will more furprife, Lorenzo ! gives 
To life's iick, nauieous iteration^ change ; 
And ftraitens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'ft thou this, (iORENZo i lend an ear^^ 
A patient ear, thou'lt blufh to diibelieve. 

A languid, leaden, iteration reigns. 
And ever muA, o'er thoie, whofe joys are joys 
Of fight, fmell, taiie : The cuckow-feafbns fing; 
The fame dull note to fuch as nothing prize. 
But what thofe feafons, from the teeming earthy 
To doating^^ indulge. But nobler minds. 
Which relifli fruits unripen'.d by xht/un. 
Make their days various ; various as the dyes 
On the dove's neck, which wanton in bis rays. 
On minds of dove-like innocence pofieft. 
On lightcn'd miinds^ that bs^k in virtue's beams,^ 

3 J^othing 
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Nothing hangs tedkmd, noting M revdveb 

In tiat, for which they l<mg ; for which they Hve. 

Their glorious efibrts, wing'd with heav'nly hope. 

Each rifing morning fees ftill higher life ; 

Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefents 

To worth matof ing, new ftreiigth, lultre> &ne ; 

While nature's circle> like a chariot^wheel 

Rolling SeneatJ^ their elevated alms. 

Makes their fair proipcdt fairer ev'ry hour ; 

Advancing virtug, in a Line to iltfi ; 

Firtue, which ChriMan motives beft inQ>ire ! . 

And hlifs^ which Chriftian fchemes alone enfure ! 
And fhall we then, for virtue's fake> commence 

Apoftatcs ? And torn infidels for joy ? 

A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truft, 

« He fins againfl this lifo, who flights the ntxt.** 

What is this life ? How few their fav'rite know ! 

Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrac6» 

By paffionately loving life, we make 

Lov'd life unlovely ; hugging her to death. 

We give to Time Eternity's regard ; 

And, dreaming, take our paflage for our pof t. 

Life has no value as an end* but means ; 

An end deplorable ! a means divine ! 

When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing; worfe thai! nought)^ 

A neft of pains : when held as nothing, much : 

Like fome fair hum'rifts, life is mofl enjoy'd. 

When courted leaft ; mofl worth, when difefleem^d; ^ 

Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peaces 

In profpeft richer far ; important I awful t 

Not to be mention'd, bat with (houts of praife ! 

Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy I 

The mighty bafis of eternal blifs ! 

Where now the barren rock T the palnudfirtw T 

R 4 Wliesc^ 



S4B THR COMPLAINT;' NigktIII. 

Where now^ Lqrbmko ! life's eternal round f 
Have I not nade my triple promife good I 
Vain is the world ; bat only to the vain. 
To what compare we then this varying fcene;* 
Whofe w;orth ambiguous rifes^ and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In' all propitious. Night 
Affifts me here) compare it to the moon ; 
Dark in herfelf, and indigent ; but rich. 
In horrvw^d laitre from a higher fphere. 
When grofs guilt interpofes, laboring earth,^ 
O'erfhadow'd, mourns a deep eclipie of joy ; 
Her joys, at brightefl;, pallid, to that font 
Of full effulgent glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that glory diilant: Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good man, and an angel ! thefe between 
How thin the barrier ! What divides their fate \ 
Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year ; 
Or, if an age, it is a moment ilill ; 
A moment, or eternity's forgot. 
Then be^, wKat once they were, who now are gods j 
Be what Philander was, and claim the ikies. 
Starts timid nature at the gloomy pafs ? 
They&/? tranfition call it ; and be chear'd : 
Zuch it is often, and why not to Thee ? 
To hope the beft, is pious, brave, and wife ; 
And may itk\£ procure, what it pre/ttmes. 
Life is much flatter'd, death is much traduc'd; 
Compare the rivab, and the kinder crown. 
«« Strange Competition/^* — True, Lorenzo I ftrange I 
So little Li/e can caft into the fcale. 

Li/e makes the foul dependent on the duft ; 
Death gives her wings to mount above the fpheres. 
Thro' chinks, ftyl'd organs^ dim /j/^ peeps at light f 
Death burib th' involvbg cloud, and all is day ; 

Aft 
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All eye, all ear, the difembody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature fhall not feel ; 
Lt/e, ills fubllantial, nvf/Hom cannot ihun. 
Is not the mighty w/W, that fan of heaven I 
By tyrant li/e dethron'4, imprifon'd, pain'd i 
By iieatb enlarged, ennobled, deify'd I 
Death but intombs the body ; life the foul. 

« Is death then guiltlefs ? H9W he marks his ws^y 
*« With dreadful wafte pf what deferyes tp fliine ! 
<* Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 
*« With various l^ftres thefe light up the world, 
<* Which death puts out, and darkens human. race.'* 
I grant, Lorenzo I this indidment jiift; 
The fage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror 1 
^^tf/>6 humbles thefe; more barb'rous ^^, the ;na»»: 
Life is the triumph of our mould'ring clay ; 
Death J of the fpirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no dread, but what frdil life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy, but wharkind death improves; 
No blifs has life to boaft, till death can give 
Far greater ; life's a debtor to the grave^i • 
Dark lattice I letting in eternal day. 

Lou E N zo 1 blulh at fqndnefs for a lifet 
Which fends celellial fouls on errands vile. 
To cater for the fenfe ; and ferve at boards. 
Where ey'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, juftly claims our upper hand. 
Luxurious feaft ! a foul, a foul immortal. 
In all the dainties of. a brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenzo ! blulh at terror for a deaths 
Which gives thee to repofe in feilive bowers. 
Where neftars fparkle, angels minifter. 
And more than angels ihare, aiid raife^ and crown^ 

And 
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And etenaxe, die Urdi, bloom, buHb of Kfifs. 
What need I more f O dfoth, the palm b dune. 

Then welcome, deadi ! diy dreaded haahmgen. 
Age and dijea/ei diieafc, die* kmg mj goeft ; 
That plucks my nerves, thofe tender fbings of life; 
Which, plnckt a litde more, wiU toll the bell. 
That calb my few friends to my fbneral } 
Where feeble nature drops, perhaps, a tear. 
While reafim and religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Deadi is viAory ; 
It binds in diains die raging ills of life : 
Luft and aMtiottj nvraib and ofvaricet 
Dragged at his chariot-wheel, applaud Ids powers 
That ills corrofive, cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O death ! is thine. 
Our day of diflbludon !— -name it right; 
'TIS our great pay-day ; 'ds our harveft, rich 
And ripe : What tho' the fickle^ fbmetimes keen, 
Juft fears us as we reap the golden grain ? 
More than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound. 
Birtb*s feeble cry, and deatb^s deep difmal groan^ 
Are {lender tributes low-taxt natpre pays 
For mighty gain : The gaiii of each, a life ! 
But O ! the lad the former fo tranfcends. 
Life dies^ compared; Life lives beyond the grave. 

And feel I, death I no joy from thought of the« > 
Death, the great counfellor, who man infpires 
With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed I 
Death, the deliverer, who refcues man i 
Death, the rewarder, who the refcu'd crowns ! 
Death, that abfolves my birth; a curfe without it V 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares. 
Toils, virtues^ hopes ; without it a chinLera.i. 
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jPeath, of all pain the period, not of joy; 
Joy's /ource, Sind/u^je^f, ftill fubfiH unhurt j 
Qne^ in my foul i smd one> in her great Sire ; 
Tho' the four winds were warring for my dull. 
Yes^ and from winds, and waves, and central nightj 
Tho' prifon'd there, my • duft too I reclaim, 
(To duft when drop proud nature's proudeft fpheres) 
And live intire. Death is the crown of life : 
Were death deny'd, poor ftian would live in vain ; 
Were death deny'd, to live would not be life ; 
Were death deny'd, ev'n fools would wiih to die.. 
Peath wounds to cure : we fall ; we rife ; we reign ! 
Spring from our fetters ; fallen in the ikies ; 
Where blooming fiien withers in our fight : 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When ihall I die to vanity, pain, death f 
Wiien fhaU I ^/V /".When ihaU I Uve for ever ? 
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NIGHT THE FOURTH. 
THE 

CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH: 

'CONTAINING 

OUR ONLY CURE FOR THE FEAR OF DEATH; 

A w » 

PROPER SENTIMENTS OF HEART ON THAT 
INESTIMABLE BLESSING. 

TO THE HONOURABLE MR, YORKE- 



A 



Mtck indebted mufe, O Torkb ! intmdei. 

Amid the (jniles of fortune, and of youth. 
Thine ear is patient of a ferious fong. 
How deep implatited in the breaft of man 
The dread of death I I fing its fov'reign cure. 

Why ftait at dcaih f Wlicrc is he ? Death arrived, . 
Is paft ; not come, or gone, he's never bert, 
Erie boptf fin/ation fails i black-boding man 



) 



«S4 "fHte COMi^LAlNT. Nightm 

Jlefeives, not/^^/firs, dcatk^ tremendouii bl<M¥* 
Tke knells the fhnrad, the mact6ck» and the grare | 
The deep dafnp vault, the darknefs^ and the w<itm i 
Thefe are the bugl)«ars of a winterV eve^ 
The terrors of the living, not the dead* 
Imaginationh fod, and ^rrorh wretc^> 
Man makes a death, which nature never made^ « 
Then on the point of his mim fan^y falls $ 
And feels a thousand tleathsy in fearing One* 

But were death frightiU, what has ag$ to fear I 
If prudent, age iho«ld meet the friendly fbe> 
And ihelter in his hofpitable gtoom. 
t fcarce can meet a monument, bat holds 
My ydungcr ; ev*ry date cries—** Come away,'^ 
And what recalls me ? Look the world anmn4 
And tell me what : The wifeft cannot teH. 
Should any bom of woman give his thought 
Full range, on juft diflike*^ onbonnded field ; 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws ; ' 
Flaws in the ^; the many, flaw all o'er; 
As leopMrdsy fpotted, or, as Etbiops^ dark ; 
Vivacious ///; ^9od dying immature ; 
^How immature, Narcxssa's marble telh !) 
And at his death bequeathing endlefs pain ; 
His heart, tho' bold, would fiickei^ at the fights 
And fpend itfelf in. flghs, ioi future IQ|nes« 

But grant to life (and jnfl it \z to. grant 
To luch^ life) fome pefquifltes of joy ; 
A time there is, when, like x thrice-told tale^ 
Long-rifled life of fweet can yield bo more^ 
But from our commewt on the cemedyy 
Plea^ng reJUaiom on pait» wefi-fiifliiin'd. 
Or parpos'd tmemUuioiu where we faii'd. 
Or hopes of plau^u from oar candid Jttdg^ 

When, 
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When, on their exit, foals are bid iinrobe> 
ITok fortune back her ttnfd, and her pliune. 
And drop this maik of flelh behind the icene^ 

With me, that time is come ; my world is d«ul( 
A new world rifes» and new manners reign : 
Foreign comedians, a ipmce band ! arrive^ 
To pudi me from the fcene, or hifs me there. 
What a pert r^ce ftarts up ! the Grangers gaze^ 
And I at them; my neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that tlieworfl: Ahnel the dire efFe£l 
Of loit'ring here, of death defrauded long; 
Of old fo gracious (and let that iuffice)» 
My very mailer knows me not. ■ 

Shall I dare fay, peculiar is the fate ? 
I've been fo long remember'd, I'm forgot*. 
An objeA ever prefling dims the fights 
And hides behind its ardor to be'feen. 
When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint» 
They drink it as the ne^ar of the great ; 
And fqueeze my iiand, and beg me come to-morrow. 
Rifufal ! canft thou wear a fmoother form ? 

Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : 
Who cheapens life, abates the Fear of Death : 
Twice told the period fpent on ftubbom Trcy^ 
Court favour, yet untaken» I beiiege ; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd effort to be rich* 
Alas ! ambition makes my little lefs ; 
Embitt'ring the poffefs'd : Why wUh for more? 
WtJbingtQi all employments, is the worfl; 
Philofophy's reverie ;' and health's decay 1 
Were I as plump as ilalPd theology, 
WiJhiHg would wafte me to this fhade agaiOi 
Were I ^ wealthy as a Soiub-Sea dream, 
JViJhing is an expedient to be poor. 

WifiAfig, 
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Wijhingt that conihint beQic of a fool ; 
Caught at a court; purg'd off by purer au> 
Aod iimpler diet ; gifts of rural life ! 

Blefl b6 that hand divine, which gendy hid 
My heart at xe,% beneath this humble fhed. 
The world's a flately bark, on dang'rous feas. 
With pleafare fcen, but boarded at our peril; 
Hercy on a fiogle plank, thrown fafe aihore> 
I hear the tumult of the difbnt throng. 
As that of Teas remote, or dying ftorms : 
And meditate oq fcenes, more filent fBll ; 
Purfue my theme, and fight the Fear tf Death. 
Herey like a ihepherd gazing from his hut. 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his flafiv 
Eager amhition^s fiery chace I fee ; 
I fee the circling hunt, of noify men, 
Burft law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right> 
Purfuing, and purfu'd, each otlier*s prey ; 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, for wiles 5 
Till Deaiby that mighty hunter, earths them all* 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? 
What tho' we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? 
Earth's higheft flation ends in « Here he lies :" 
And " dull to duft" concludes her noblefl fong. 
If this fOng lives, pofterity (hall know * 

One, tho' in Britain born, with courtiers bred. 
Who thought ev'n gold might come a day too late ; 
Nor on his fubtle death-bed plann'd his fcheme 
For future vacancies in church or flate ; 

Some avocation deeming it to die, 

Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ; 

Guilt's blunder I. and the loudefl laugh of hell. 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourfelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave ! 

3 Shalt 
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Shall we, fhall aged men» like aged trees. 
Strike deeper their vile root, and dofer clings 
Still more enamour 'd of this wretched foil ? 
Shall our pale> witherM hands, be flill flretch'd oat^ 
Trembling, at once, with eagernefs and age ? 
With av'rice, and convuliions, grafping hard ? 
Grafping at air ! for what has earth beiide ? 
Man wants but little ; nor that little, long ; 
How fbon muft he refign his very dull. 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 
Years unexperienced rulh on numerous ills ; 
And foon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look. 
And mifs fuch numbers, numbers too of fuch. 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age. 
And Under on their guards and fitter far . 
To play life's fubtle game, I fcarce believe 
I ftill furvive : And am I fond of life. 
Who fcarce can think it poffible, I live ? 
Alive by miracle ! or, what is next. 
Alive by Mead ! if I am ftill alive. 
Who long have bury'd what gives life to live, 
Firmnefs of nerve, and 'energy of thought. 
Life's lee is not more Jhalltywy than impure. 
And ^vapid'y Sen/e and Rea/on fhew the door. 
Call for my bier, and point me to the dufL 

O thou great arbiter of life and death I 
Nature's immortal, immaterial fun I 
Whofe all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where I lay 
The worm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
The dufl I tread on, high to bear my brow. 
To drink the fpirit of the golden day. 

Vol, IL ' S " And 



aS« THE COMPLAINT. NlghtlV* 

And trioinph in eidftence ; and coald know 
No motive, bat my blifs ; and haft ordain'd 
A rife in blcffing ! with the Pairiarcb^z joy. 
Thy call I follow to the land uninown ; 
I truft in thee, and know in whom I truft ; 
Or life, or death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
All weight in this— O let me live to thee ! 

Tho* natur^t terrors, thus, may be repreft ; 
Still frowns grim Death ; guilt pobts the tyrant's fpear. 
And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew ; 
And imiPd, unfmitten : Small my caufe to (mile ! 
Death'i admonitions, like ihafts upwards (hot; 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere 
They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound ; 
O think how deep, Lorenzo I hen it ftings: 
Who can appeafe its anguifh ? How it bums ! 
What hand the barb'd, invenom'd, thought can draw? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ? 
And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? 

With joy,— with grief, that healing hand I fee ; 
Ah ! too confpicuous ! it is fix'd on high. 
On high ^-«-What means my phrenfy ? I blafpheme^; 
Alas ! how low ! how far beneath die ikies ! 
The (kies it form'd \ and now it bleeds for m^— > 
But bleeds the balm I want— yet ftill it bleeds; 
Draw the dire fteel— >ah no ! the dreadful blefling 
What heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ? that nail fupports 
The ^ing univerfe : That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal wi(h 
Creation had been fmother*d in her birth— 
Oarknefs his cttrtam» and his bed the duft; 

Whca 
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When ftars and fun are daft beneath his throne ! 
In heav'n itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell ? 
O what a groaa was there I A groan ««r £&/« 
He feiz'd our dreadful right; the load fulbdn'ds 
And heav'd the mountdn from a guilty world. 
A thoufand worlds^ Jo bought^ were bought too deari 
Senfations nrw in angels bofoms rife; 
Sufpend their fong ; and make a paufe in blifi. 

O for ti^ir fong ; to reach my lofty theme I 
Infpire inc, Nigkt / with all thy tuneful fphexes ; 
Whilft I vnx!ti/eraphs ihare feraphic themes^ 
And fhew to men the dignity of man ; 
Left I blafpheme my fubjedt with my fong. 
Shall pagan pages glow celeftial ilame» 
And cbriftitm languifli ? On our hearts^ not heads» 
Falls the foul infamy : My heart ! awake* 
What can awake thee, anawak'd by thitf 
<< Expended deity on human weal ?" 
Feel the gnat truths, which burft the tenfold night * 
Oi heathen error> with a golden flood 
Of endlefs day: To hd, is to be iir'ds 
And to believe, Lorbkzo ! is to feeL 

Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Pow*r ! 
Still more tremendous, for thy wond'rous love I 
That arms, with awe more aweful, thy commands ; 
And foul tranigreffipn dips in fer'nfold night ; 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immenfe ! 
In love immenfe, inviolably juft ! 
Thou, rather than thyju/ice ihould be ftain'4» 
Did'ft ftain the Crvfi ; and work of wonders far 
The greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed. 

Bold thought ! ihsdl I dare fpeak it, or reprefs ? 
Should man more execrate, or loaji, the guilt 
Which roui'd fuch vengeance ? which fuch love inflamM I 

S 2 O'er 



a6o THE COMPLAII^T. NightlV. 

0*er gmlt (how irtountainous !) with out-flretcht arms> 

Stem jufiice, and foft-fmiling love embrace, 

Sapportifig, in full majefty, thy throne. 

When fccxn'd its majefty to need fupport. 

Or that, or man, inevitably loft : 

What, but ^efathomlefs of thought diving. 

Could labour fuch expedient from defpair. 

And refcue hoth f Both refcue ! both exalt ! 

O how are both exalted by the deed! 

The wond'rous deed ! or (hall I call it more ^ 

A wonder in Omnipotence itfelf ! 

A myftery no lefs to gods than men f 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, confummate, absolute, 
Full-orb'd,'in his whole round of rays complete: 
Thej^ fet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound ; 
Maim heav'n's perfe&ion, break its equal beams. 
Bid nterc^ triumph over— God himfelf, 
UndeifyM by their opprobrious praife: 
A God all mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs wits ! ye baptiz'd infidels ! 
Ye worfe for mending ! waih'd to fouler ftains ! 
The ranfom was paid down ; the fund of heav'n, 
Heav'n's inexhauftible, exhaufted fund. 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price. 
All price beyond : Tho' curious to compute. 
Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty fum : 
Its value vaft, ungrafpt by minds create. 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supreme. ' 

And was the ranibm paid ? It was : And paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for yotu 
The fun beheld it*— No, the ihocking fcene 
Drove back his chariot : Midnight vcil'd his face ; 

Not 
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Not fach as this ; not fuch as natare makes ; 

A midnight nature (hudder'd to behold ; 

A midnight new ! a dread cclipfc (without 

Oppofing fpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 

Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's pain ? Or ftart 

At that enormous load of human guilt. 

Which bow'd his bleiTed head ; o'crwhelm'd his crofs ; 

Made groan the centre ; burft earth's marble womb. 

With pangs, ftrange pangs ! delivered of her dead ? 

Hell howl'd ; and heav'n that hour let fall a (ear ; 

Heav'n wept, that men might fmile I Heav'n bled, that man 

Might never die 1 ■ 

And is devotion Virtue ? 'Tis compeWd: 
What heart of ftone but glows at thoughts like thefe ? 
Such contemplations mount us ; and ihould mount 
The mind flill higher ; nor ever glance on man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd.— Where roll my thoughts 
To reft from wonders ? Other wonders rife ; 
And ftrike where'er they roll : my foul is caught : 
Heav'n's fovereign bleffings, cluft'ring from the Crofi* 
Rulh on her, in a throng, and dofe her round* 
The pris'ner of amaze !— In Us blcft life, 
I fee the path, and, in his death, Xhtfrice, 
And in his great a/cent, the proof fupreme 
Of immortality.^ And did he rife I 
Hear, O ye nations I hear it, O ye dead ! 
He rofe I He roie ! He burft the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates I 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He. who left 
His throne of glory, for the pang of death : 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates I 
And give the King of glory to come in. 
Who is the King of glory ? He who fleiv 

* S 3 Tkc 
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The rav'noas foe» that gorg'd all human race ! 
The king of glory. He, whofe glory iillVl 
Heav'n with amazement at his love to man | 
And with divine complacency beheld 
Paw*rs moft illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme* 

The theme, the joy, how then ihall Mutn fuftain f 
Oh the borft gates 1 crnfh'd (ting ! demdifli'd throne ! 
Laft gafp ! of vanqoifh'd death. Shout earth and heaven t 
This /km pfgood to man. lFJI>o/e nature, then. 
Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb ! 
Then, then, I rofe ; then firft humamt)^ 
Triumphant paft the cryftal ports of light, 
(Stupendous gueft !) and feia'd eternal youdi, 
Seiz'd in wr name. E'er £ince, 'tis blafphemosa 
To call man mortal. Man's mortality 
Was, then, transferred to death ; and heav Vs duratioQ 
Unalienably feal'd to this frail frame. 
This child of dufU«-Man, all-immortal I hail ; 
Hail, heav'n ! all lavifh of ftrange gifts to man ! 
Thine all the glory ; man's the boundlefs blifi. 

Where am I rapt by this triumphant theme. 
On chriftlan joy's exulting wing, above 
Th' JonioH mount !— Alas I fmall caufe for joy 1 
What if to pain immortal ? If extent 
Of being, to preclude a dofe of woe ? 
Where, then, my boaft of immortality ? 
I boaft it ftill, tho' cover'd o'er with guilt ; 
For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour'd; 
'Tis guUt alone can juftify his death ; 
Nor that, unlefs his death can juftify 
Relenting guilt in heav'n's indulgent fight* 
If, fick of folly, I relent ; he writes 
My name in heav'n, with that inverted fpear 
(A fpear deep-dipt in blood !} which pierc'd lus fide. 

And 
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And opened there a font for all mankind. 

Who fbive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live : 

Tbist only tbis^ fubdues the/ior ofdeatb* 

And what is tbis ^—Survey the wond'rotts cure : 
And at each ftep, let higher wonder rife ! 
** Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 
^ Thro' means that ipeak its value infinite ! 
« A pardon bought with blood ! with blood divine ! 
^ With blood divine of Him, I made my foe ! 
^ Perfifted to provoke ! tho' woo'd, and aw'd, 
«* Bleft, and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel ftill I 
<« A rebel, 'midfl the thunders of his throne ! 
^ Nor I alone ! a rebel univerfe ! 
^ My fpecies up in arms 1 not one exempt ! 
«* Yet for the fbuleft of the foul, he dies, 
*« Mofl joy'd, for the redeemed from deepefl guilt f 
" As if oar race were held of highefl: rank; 
^ And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man P* 

Bound, ev'ry heart I and ev'ry bofom, burn ! 
O what a fcale of miracles is here ! 
Its loweft round, high planted on the ikies ; 
Its tow'ring funmiit loft beyond the thought 
Of man or angel ! O that I could climb 
The wonderful afcent, with equal praife ! 
Praifi ! fk>w for ever, (if aftoniihment 
Will give thee leave) my pfaife ! for ever flow; 
Praife ardent, cordial, conft^nt, to high heav'n 
More fragrant, than Arabia facrific'd. 
And all her fpicy mountabs in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to heav'n, (hall pnufe defcend* 
With her fbft plume (from plaufive angels wing 
Firft pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal ears. 
Thus diving in the pockets of the great } 
hprat/e the perquifite of ev'ry paw, 

S 4, , Tho» 
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Tho' black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
Oh love of gold ! thou meaneft of amours ! 
Shim fraijc her odours wafte on Virtue's dead. 
Embalm the bafe, perfume the flench of guilt. 
Earn dirty bread by wafliing jEtifiofs fair. 
Removing filth, or finking it from fight, 
A fcavenger injcenes, where vacant pofls. 
Like gibbets yet untenanted, exped 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones^ 
Keturn, apoftate praije / thou vagabond ! 
Thou proftitute ! to thy firft love return. 
Thy ^A, thy greateft, once unrival'd theme. 

There flo^ redundant; like Meander flow. 
Back to thy fountain ; to that Parent Pow'r, 
Who gives the tongue to fiaund, the thought to foar. 
The foul to he. Men homage pay to men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadRil eye they bow 
In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay. 
Of guilt to guilt; and turn their back on th^e. 
Great Sire ! whom thrones celefHal ceafelefs fing ; 
To proftrate angels, an amazing fcene ! 
O the prefumption of man's awe for man I— 
Man's Author ! End ! Reftorer ! Law ! and Judge ! 
Thine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of nighty 
With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds : 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heav'n's meridian glory, but thy fmile ? 
And fhall not fraife be thine, not human praife ? 
While heav'n's high hoft on hallelujahs live ? 

O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My foul in praife to Him, who gave my foul. 
And all her infinite of profpe£l fair. 
Cut thro* the ihades of hell, great Lo-ve ! by thee 
Ob moft Adorable ! moll Unador'd ! 

Where 
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Where (hall that praife begin which ne'^cr fhoold end? 

Where'er I turn, what claim on all applaufe ! 

How is nigbt^a fable mantle laboured o'er. 

How richly wrought with attributes divine ! 

What 'wifdom ihines ! what love ! This midnight p(Hnp» 

This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlay'd ! 

Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee ; 

For others this profufion : Thou, apart. 

Above ! beyond ! Oh tell me, niighty Mind ! 

Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the d^ep f 

Call to theySfff, or aik the roaring ivinds. 

For their Creator ? Shall I queftion loud 

The thunder t if in that th* Almighty dwells ? 

Or holds HE imovAftorms in ftreighten'd reins. 

And bids fierce nvbirl<wittds wheel his rapid car ? 

What mean thefe queftions ? — Trembling I retraft ; 
My proftrate foul adores the pre/ent God : 
Pndfe I a diflant deity ? He tunes 
My voice (if tun'd) ; the nerve, that writes, fufbini : 
Wrap'd in his being, I refound his praife: 
But tho' pail all diffused, without a ihore» 
His efifence ; local is his throne (as meet)* 
To gather the difperft (as ftandards call 
The Med from afar) : to fix a point, 
A central point, collective of his fons. 
Since /»/V^ ev'ry nature but his own. 

The namelefs He^ whofe nod is nature* s birth; 
And nature* a fhield, the fhadow of his hand ; 
Her difiblution, his fufpended finile ! 
The great Firft-Laft! pavilion'd high he fitt 
In darknefs from exceffive fplendor born-. 
By gods unfeen, unleis thro' luftre loft. 
His glory, to created glory, bright. 
As that to central horrors ; he looks down 
On all that foars \ and fpans immeniity. 

Tho* 
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Tho* nigbt nnmimberM worlds onfelds to new* 
Boundlefs creation ! what ah thou ? A beam» 
A mere efRuviom of his majefty : 
And ihall an atom of this atom-world 
Mutter in daH and fin» the theme of heav'n } 
Down to the centre fhotild I fend my thoiq^ 
Thro* beds of glitt'ring ore, and glowing gcms^ 
Their beggar'd bjaze wants lollre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darknefs : if» on towering wing, 
I fend it thro' the boundlefs vault of ftars ! 
The ilars, tho' rich, what 6soh their gold to ihee. 
Great I good ! wife ! wonderful ! eternal King 1 
If to thofe €9^Jciousfidrs thy throne around» 
Praife ever-rpouring, and imbibing bHfs ; 
And aik their ftrain ; they want it, mon they waiit« 
Pooriheir abundance, humble their fublime« 
Languid their energy, their ardor cold. 
Indebted ftill, their higheft rapture bums ; 
Short of its mark, defedive, tho' diTine. 

Still more— This theme is man's, and man's alone % 
Their vafl appointments reach it not : They fee 
On earth a bounty not indulg'd on h^h ; 
And dowwward look for heav'n's foperior praife ! 
Firil-born of Ether ! high in fields of light I 
View man, to fee the glory of your God I 
Could angels envy, they had envy'd btri% 
And fome did envy ; and the reft, tho' gods. 
Yet ilill gods unredeemed (there triumphs man. 
Tempted to weigh the duft againft the (kies) 
They lefs wouldy^e/, tho' more adorn, my theme* 
They fung Creatioft (for in that they ihar'd) % 
How rofe in melody, that child of love ! 
(^reaiion^s great fuperior, man ! is thine ; 
7" hine is redemftim \ they juft gave the key: 
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TIs ddne to ra%» aftd eternize, the foAg ; 
Tho* human, yet divine ; for ihould not /to 
Raife man o'er man, and kindle feraphs J^erv ? 
RgdemptioH ! 'twas creation more foblime ; 
Redemption ! 'twas the labour of the (kies ; 
Far more than labour— It waft death in heair*ii« 
A truth fo ftrange ! 'twere bold to think it true ; 
If not far bolder ftill, to di(belie ve« 

Here paufe, and ponder :. Was there death in heav^a? 
What then on earth ? On earth, which ftnick the Mow? 
Who ilruck it ? Who ?— O how is man enlarg'd. 
Seen thro' this medium ! How the pigmy tow'rs ! 
How counterpois'd his origin from duft ! 
How counterpois'd, to duft his fad return ! 
How voided his vaft difbince from the ficies ! 
How near he prefles on the feraph's wing ! 
Which is the feraph ? Which the bom of clay? 
How this demonflrates, thro' the thickeft cloud 
Of guilt, and day condenft, the fon of heav'n ! 
The douhk fon ; the made, and the re-made 1 
And fhall heav'n's double property be loft ? 
Man's double madnefs only can deftroy. 
To man the bleeding crofs has promis'd all% 
The bleeding crofs has fwom eternal grace ; 
Who gave his life, what grace ihall He deny f 
O ye ! who, from this Rock of ages ^ leap, 
Apoilates, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial joy, what confolatibn ftrong. 
Whatever winds arife, or billows roll. 
Our int'reft in the Matter of the ftorm ! 
Cling there^ and in wreck'd nature's tKaxa^fmik ; 
While vile apoftates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres there ; . t/' 
To none man feems ignoble, but to man ; K 

Angelf 
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Angek diat grandeur, men o'er-look, admire : 
How long (hall human nature be their bopk» 
Degen'rate mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The beam dim reafim (heds (hews wonders There ; 
What high contents I lUuftrious faculties I 
But the grand commejit, which difplays at full 
Our human height, fcarce fever'd from divine. 
By heav'n compos'd, was publifh'd on the Crofi. 
Who looses on That, and fees not in himfidf 
I An awful flranger, a terreftrial god ? 

I A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 

I gaze, and« as I gaze, my mounting foul 

Catches ftrange fire. Eternity ! at Thee ; 

And drops the world-M)r rather, more enjoys: 

How chang'd the hcc of nature ! how improved ! 
' What ieem'd a chaos, ihines a glorious worlds 

Or, what a world, an JEden ; heightened all I ' 

It is another fcene ! another felf I 

And ftill another, as time rolls along ; 

And that a./el/hr more illuibious ftitl. 

Beyond long ages, yet roU'd up in ihades 

Unpierc'd by bold conjedlure's keeneft ray» 

What evolutions of furprifmg fate L 

How nature opens, and receives my foul 

In boundlefs walks of raptur'd thought ! where gods 

Encounter and embrace me ! What new births 

Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun. 

Where what now charms, perhaps, whatever esi&s. 

Old time, and fair creation, are forgot I 
Is this extravagant ? Of man we form 
I Extravagant conception, to be juft: 
\ Conception uncbnfin'd wants wmgs to reach him : 

a Beyond 
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Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He^ the great Father ! kindled at t>ne flame 
The world of rationals ; one fpirit poar'd 
From fpirit's aweful fomitain ; poar'd Himfelf ; 
Thro' all their foals; bat not in eqaal fbeam^ ' 
Profuie, or frugal, of th' infpiring God, / / 

As his wife plan demanded; and when paH; j 
Their varioas trials, in their vanous fpheres, ! 
If they continue rational, as made, i 

Reforbs them sdl into 'Himfelf again ; 
His throne their centre, and his fmile their crown. 

Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to iing, 
Tho* yet umfung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold? 
Angels are men of a fuperior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad. 
High o^er ^eleiHal mountains wing'd in flight; 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour. 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain. 
And flipp'ry flep, the bottom of the fleep. 
Angels their failings, mortals have their praife ; 
While Hertt of corps ethereal, fuch enrolled. 
And fammon'd to the glorious Stwulard fbon. 
Which flames eternal crimfon. thro' the fkies. 
Nor are our brothers thoaghtlefs of their kin. 
Yet abfent; but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought oar battles; Raphael fang 
Oar triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by. the SOV'REIGN: and are^hefe, O man ! 
Thy fi'iends, thy warm allies ? And Thou (fhame bani 
The cheek to cinder!) rival to the brute? 

JRiligion^s All. Defcending from the ikies 
To wretched man, the goddefs in her left 
Holds out this world, and, ii^ her right, the next% 
Ssligiottl the fole voucher man is man; 

Supporter 
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Sopporter fole of dsui above himfelf ; 
Ev'a in thh night of frailty, change, and death# 
She gives the foul a fool that afts a god. 
Religion I Providence ! an After-flate ! 
Hen is firm looting ; hnt is iblid rock I 
This can (upport us; all is iea befides; 
Sinks ondei^ us ; beftorms, and then devours. 
His hand the good man ^ftens on the ikies. 
And bids earth roll, nor feels her idle whirl. 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air# 
Darkne(s,und ftench, and fufibcating damps. 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fiite, difcharg'd^ 
Climbs fome fiur eminence, where Ether pui^r 
Surrounds him, and Elyfiem proTpe^ rife. 
His heart exults, his fpirits caft their load; 
As if n^-bom, he triumphs in the change ; 
So joys the foul, when from ingloiious aims^ 
And fofdid fweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreftrial, fet at large, ihe mounts 
To Reafin^h region, her own element. 
Breathes hopes immortal* lind affeAs the &ies« 

RtUgion I thou the foul of happinefs ; 
And, groaning Cakuaryt of thee ! There (hine 
The nobleft truths; there fbongeft motives iHng; 
There facred violence afTaults the foul; 
There, nothing but eomfulfion is fbrbom. 
Can love allure us ? or can terror awe? 
He weeps !— the falling drop puts out the fun ; 
He fighs— the figh earth's deep foundation f&akesk 
If in his love fo terrible, what then 
His wrath inflamed? Ms tendemefs on fire? 
Like foft, fmooth oil, ontblazing other fires ? 
Can plray*r, can praife avert it ?— Thou, my Allf 
Mf theme ! my infpiratkm I and sny crown \ 

M/ 
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My ftrcngth in age ! my rife in low cftatc ! 

My foul's ambition, pleafure, wealth I— my world I 

My light in darknefs I and my life in death i 

My boaft thro' time 1 blifs thro* eternity ! 

Eternity, too fhort to fpeak thy praife i 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 

To man of men the meaneft, ev'n to me ; 

My facrifice ! my God !— -what things are thefe ! 

What then art THOU ? by what name fhalll call Thee i 
Knew I the name derout archangels afe. 
Devout archangels ihoald the name enjoy. 
By me unrival'd; thonfands more fublime. 
None half Co dear, as that, which, tho' unfpoke 
Still glows at heart : O how omnipotence 
Is toft in love ! Thou great PHILANTHROPIST I 
Father of angels i but the friend of man i 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 
Thou* who didft fave him, fnatch the fmoking br^d 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood ! 
How art thon pleased, by bounty to diftrefs I 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
Too big for birth I to favour, and confound r 
To challenge, and to diftance all return ! 
Of laviih love ftupendous heights to foar. 
And leave praife panting in the diftant vale ! 
Thy right too great, defrauds thee of thy due; 
And iacrilegiotts our fublimeft fong. 
But fince the naked tviil obtains thy (mile* 
Beneath this monument of praife unfauf. 
And future life fymphoiiious to my ftrain, 
(That nobleft hymn to heav'n !) for ever lie 
Intomb'd my /ear of death ! and ev'ry fear» 
The dread of ev'ry evil, but Thy frown. 

Whom fee I yondcTt fo demurely froile ? 

Laughter 
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Laughter a labour, and might break their refL 

Ye quietifb, in homage to the fkies ! 

Serene ! of foft addrefs ! who mildly make 

An unobtruUve tender of your hearts. 

Abhorring vioknce 1 who halt indeed; 

But, for the blefling, ^wrtftle not with heav'n ! . 

Think you my fbng too turbulent ? too warm ? 

Are pajponsf then, the pagans of the foul ? 

MeafoH alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain* d 

To touch things facred ? Oh for wanner flill ! 

Gu3t chills my. zeal, and age benumbs my powers ; 

Oh for an humbler heart, and^ouder fong ! 

THOU, my much-injur'd theme ! with that foft eye* 

Which melted o'er doom'd SaUm, deign to look 

Coippaifion to the coldnefs of my breaft ; 

And pardon to the winter in my flrain. 

Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, formaliib ! 
On fuch a theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Paffion is reafon, tranfport temper* beu. 
Shall heav'n, which gave us ardor, and has (hewn 
Her own for man fo fb-ongly, not difdain 
What fmoodi emollients in theology. 
Recumbent, virtue's downy dodiors preach# 
That profe of piety, a lukewarm praife I 
Rife odours fweet from incenfe uninflanCdf 
Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows, its heat is ftruck to heav'n ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are flrung; 
High hcav'n's orcbefira chaunts amen to man. _ 

.Hear I, or dream I hear, their diAant ilrain. 
Sweet to the foul, and tailing ilrong of heav'n. 
Soft-wafted on celeilial pitf% plume. 
Thro' the vaft fpaces of the univerfe. 
To chear me in this melancholy g)pom ? 

Oh! 
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Oh when will death (now ffinglefs) like a friend. 

Admit me of their choir? O when wiU ^Sritf i&. 

This mould'ringy old* partition-wall throw down t 

Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 

Oh death divine I that giv'ft us to the ilcies I 

Greatyiffur^/ glorious patron of the /i^, 

AxApre/ent ! when (hall I thy fhrine adore? 

From nature's continent^ immenfely wide» 

Immenfely bleft, this little iJU o/lifi» 

This dark, incarcerating cokny. 

Divides us. Happy day I that breaks our chain ; 

That manumits ; that calls from exile home ; 

That leads to nature's great metropolis. 
And re-admits us, thro' the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to our Fatber'% throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and, thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allpws that tender name. 
'Tis this makes Chriftian triumph a command : 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wife ; 
'Tis impious in a good man to be fad. 

See thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hope ! 
Touch'd by the Cro/s, we live ; or, more than die 5 
That touch which touch'd not angels ; more divine 
Than that which touch'd confufion into form» 
And darknefs into glory ; partial touch ! 
Ineffably pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and fov'reign thro' the whole 
Long golden chain of miracles, which hangs 
From heav'n thro' all duration, and fupports 
In one illuftrious, and amazing plan. 
Thy welfare, nature ! and thy God's renown j 
I'hat touch, with charm celeftial, heals the foul 
Difeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in deaths 
Vol. XL T Turns 
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Turns eardi to k^T'iii to lieav*«lf throniis tran^fdnns 
The ghaftl7 nUiis olTtte inoiild^riiig tomb^ 

Doft lik me when f Wheh He who d^'d returns ; 
Returns^ how changM ! Whett mh the hAh 6[wott 
In glory's terrors tSl the godhead bi^ms ; 
And all his courts^ exhiufted by the tide 
Of deities triudij^iant In his train. 
Leave a ftapendons felitude in heav'n ; 
Replenifht foon, repleniflit with increafe 
Of pomp, and multitade; a radiant band 
Of angels new ; of angels from the tomS, 

Is tills by fency thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark doubts between the promife, aad event i 
I fend thee not to volumes for thy cure; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a friend to truth ; 
Nature is XUhHfthiti ; preaches to mankind ; 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creed* 
Haft thou ne*cr fecn the eomct*s BamiAg flight ? 
Th* illuftrious ftranger paffing, terror ftieds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, tskts his amj^e round 
Thro' (fcp|ths of B'dier ; coafts unnmnber'd worlds* . 
Of more than felar glory ; doubles wide 
Heav'n's mi^^ cape ; and then tevifits earth. 
From the long travel of a thoufand years. 
Thus, at the deftin'd period, ftaH return 
HE, once on earth, who bids the comet Maze : 
And, with Hirfi, all otrr triumph o'er the tomb. 

Nature is dtlmb (Hi this important point ; 
Or hope precarious in low whifper breathes ; 
Faith fpeaks aloud, diftinft ; ev'n addh's hear ; 
But turn, and Aart vdXo the dark again. 
Faith btdl^ a biidge acrofs the gulph of death, 
I'd break the Ihock blind natur$ cannot fhun^ 

And 
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Md knds thosj^t finoortUy oil llie ^urtkttr i(^^ 
Death's terror is the mamtain/imik vttDOves ; 
iThat mountain barrier between maa and |teace* 
*Tis/aith difarms deftra^an ; and abfelines 
From ev'ry clam'roos charge* the gnxlde& itoaiu 
Why difbeiie «« i Loa b kzo !— ^^ Jim/m bids, 
^ All-facred rearon.^'*-43iQid iier iacsed itiH ; 
Nor ihalt thou want a rir^d in 1% aflame z 
All-facred reafon ! fource, and ^asA^ of aH 
Demanding pcaife, on earth> or -earth ainxve I 
My heart is thine : Deep in its inmoft lblds> 
.Live thou with Isfe ; livevdeaver of the twa 
Wear I the blefied Cio&> by fortune ftampt 
On paffive flature, bdbre thought was bom \ 
My birth's blind bigot 1 fir'd with Jacal zeal I 
No ; req/bn re-baptiz'd xne ^ndien adidt ; 
Weigh'd true, and £kUe» in her impattsai feak ; 
My heart became the convert c^f -my head ; 
And made that choice, which once was but nay "bte. 
** On argument alone my faith is bidlt :'* 
Reafon purfu'd is faith ; and, unpmfu'd 
Where proof invites, 'tis re^n, ften, no more^ 
And fuch our fropf. That, or ourj5i/*, is rrgJki^ 
Or na/oM lyes, and heav'n defign'd it wrong : 
Abfolve we This ? What, then, is 'blafphemy ? 
Fond as we are, and juflly fond, of faifh, 
. Riajon, we grant, demands our firft regard ; 
The mother honour'd, as the daughter dear, 
Reqfin the root, fair faith is but the flower; 
The fading flower fhall die; but nafoH live^ 
Immortal, as her Father in the ikies. 
VHicn faith is virtue, reafon makes it Co. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not reafon ja»r/ ; 
•Tis rea/bn our great Ma/er holds fo dear ; 

T z 'TIf 
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Tis ftaf99^% injar'd rights His wrath refents; 
*Ti8 najom^s y(»ce obey'd His glories crown ; 
To give loft nafim life» He pour'd bis own : 
Believe, and fliew the reafon of a man ; 
Believe, and tafte the pleafore of a God ; 
Believe, aqd look with triumph on the tomb : 
Thro* rfa/^ff\ wounds alone ^y faith can die; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to death. 
And dips in venom his twice-mortal fting. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud paanst due 
To thofe, who puih our antidote aiide ; 
Thofe boafted friends to reafon, and to man, 
Whofe fatal love ftabs ev'ry joy, and leaves 
Death's terror heightened, gnawing on his heart, 
Thefe pompous fons oireajon idoliz'd 
And vilify'd at once ; of reafou dead. 
Then deify 'd, as monarchs were of old ; 
What condu6^ plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
While love of truth thro' all their camp refounds. 
They draw pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray. 
Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point 
Of philofophic wit, calPd Argument ; 
And then, exulting in their uper, cry, 
** Behold the fun :" And, /»^w»-likc, adore. 

Talk they oimoraU f O thou bleeding Love ! 
Thou maker of nevj morals to mankind ! 
The grand morality is love of Thee. 
As wife as Soc rates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublime renown) 
jis nvife as Socrates, might juftly fland 
The definition of a modern fool. 

A CHRISTIAN is the higheft ftile of man : 
And is there, who the blelfed Crofs wipes off, 
iks a &nl blot from his diihonour'd brow ? 

z If 
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jr angels tremble, 'tis at fuch a fight : 

The wretch they quit, defponding of their charge. 

More flruck with grief or wonder, who can tell? 

Ye fold to fenfe ! ye citizens of earth I 
(For fach alone the Chriflian banner fly) 
Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gain t 
Behold the piAnre of earth's happieft man: 
^ He calls his wifh, it comes ; he fends it l^ck, 
** And fays, he call'd another ; that arrives, 
'* Meets the fame welcome ; yet he ftill calls on ; 
«' Till one calls him, who varies not his call, 
** But holds him faft, in chains of darknefi bound, 
'< Till nature dies, and judgment fets him free ; 
^ A freedom far lefs welcome than his chain/' 

But grant man happy ; grant him happy long ; 
Add to life's higheft prize her latefl; hour ; 
That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach. 
That, like a poft, comes on in full career : 
How fwift the (huttle flies, that weaves thy fliroud \ 
Where is the fable of thy former years ? 
Thrown down the gulph of time ; as far from Thee 
As they had ne'er been thine ; the day in hand. 
Like a bird flruggling to get loofe, is going ; 
Scarce now poflTefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone; 
And each fwift moment fled, is death advanc'd 
By ftrides as fwift : Eternity is All; * 

And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of bUfs I 
For ever baOdng in the Deity ! 
LoaENzo ! who?— Thy confcience fliall reply. 

O give it leave to fpeak ; 'twill fpeak ere longt 
Thy leave unafkt : Lorenzo ! hear it now. 
While ufeful its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great edid, the divine decree, 

T 3 Truth 
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Truth is depofited with man^s !a/f bmw ; 
An honeft hour, and faithfiil to her tmi ; 
Truth, elded daughter of the Deity ; 
Truth, of his council, when he m ade die woiids ; 
Nor lefsy when he ihall judge the worlds he made ; 
Tho* filent kmg, and fleeping ne'er Q> found, 
Smother'd with errors, and opprefs^d with toyi» 
That heav'n^eommiffion'd hour no fooner cafis, 
Bnt from her cavern in the foul's abyis. 
Like him they &bU under ^/jm Whekn'd, 
The goddefs burfts in thunder, and in flame ; 
Loudly convinces, and ieverely pains. 
Park damens I diicharge, and £[y^«-ftings ; 
The keen vibration of bright truth^vt Hell : 
Juft defimdon ! tho' by fchools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth ! perufe this Parfon'd page* 
And truft, for once, a prophet, and a prieft ; 
«f M^n may liv9 fools, but fools they cannot ^^!^ 
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LORENZO! to riBcriminate is joii. 
FondncTs for famis is avarice of air* 
I grant the nun is vain lyho writes for pralie. 
Fraife no man e'er deferv'd^ who foujght no more. 

As juft thy fecond cbargt. I grant the mufc 
Has often blufht at her degenerate fons> 
Retained hyfen/i to plead her filthy caufe; 
To raife the low» to magnify the mean. 
And fubtilize the grofs into refin'd : \ 

As if to ma£^ numbers' powerful charm » 

'Twas given, to make a ci<vet of their fong 
Obfcene, and fweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wtt, a true pagan^ deifies the brutje^ j 

And lifts our fwifijs-f njoym^nts fropi the nurc. / 

T 4 The 



fSo THE COMPLAINT. NightV. 

The faft notorious^ nor obfcnre th« caafe. 
Wc wear tKc chains oi pleafure^ and o{ pride. 
Tbifr ihare the man; and thefe diftrad him too; 
Draw different ways, and dafii in their commands* 
PriJit like an eagle, builds among the ftars ; 
Bvtt fliofitre, lark-like, nefb upon the ground* 
Joys ihar'd by brute-creation, /riV^ refents; 
J'ilr^j/ivfv embraces : Man would ^a^i& enjoy. 
And both at once: A point fo hard how gain I > 
But, what can't wit, when ftung by ftroiig defire ? 

Wit dares attempt this ardqops enterprise. 
Since joys of/en/e can't rife to rei^s tafte ; 
In ixib^tfopbtftry*^ laborious forge. 
Wit hammers out a reafon new, that ftoops 
To fordid fcenes, and meets them mth applaufe. 
Wit calls the graces the chafte zone to loofe; 
Nor lefs than a plump god to fill the bowl : 
A thoufand phantoms, ^d a thoufand fpells> 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafi:inate, inebriate, lay afleep. 
And the fool'd mind delightfully confound* 
Thus that which fhock'd the Judgment, fhocks no more 3 > 
That which gave pride ofience, no more ofiends. 
fUafwre and pride, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man (hall reign. 
By wi^s addrefs, patch up a &tal peace. 
And hand in h^ lead on the rank debauch. 
From rank, rehn'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curfed art ! wipes oiFth' indebted blufli 
Vxtm nature's cheek, and bronzes ey^ry ihame* 
Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt. 
And infamy (lands candidate for praife. 

All writ by man in favour of the foul, 
Tk^fcjenfital ethics &r, ia bulk, tranfcend. 

Tie 
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^The flow'rs of eloqaence, profafely pour'd 
O'er fpotted vice, fill half the lettered world. 
Can pow'rs of genius exorciie their page» 
And confecrate enormities with fong ? 

Bat let hot thefe inexpiable drains 
Condemn the mofe that knows her dignity ; 
Nor meanly ftops at time, but holds the world 
As 'tis, in nature's ample field, a point, 
A point in her efteem ; from whence to ftar^ 
And run the round of univerfal fpace. 
To vifit Being univerfal there. 
And Being's Source, that utmoft flight of mind ! 
Yet, ipite of this fo vaft circun^rence, \ 

Well knows, but what is morale nought is great : 
Sing^rfff/ only ? Do not angels fing ? 
There is mpoej^ a decent pride. 
Which well becomes her when (he fpeaks to profit / 
Her younger fifter ; haply, not more wife. / 

Think'ft thou, Lorenzo ! to find paftimes here? 
No guilty paffion blown into a flame. 
No foible flatter'd, dignity difg?ac'd. 
No fairy field of fidion, all on flow'r. 
No rainbow colours, here, or iilken tale : 
But fblemn coun/els, images of awe. 
Truths^ which eternity lets fall on man 
With double weight, thro' thefe rev<^ving fpheres. 
This death-deep filence, and incumbent fhade : 
Thoughts, fuch as fhall revifit your laft hour \ 
Vifit uncall'd, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, midnight ! darker dill 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, cv'n this, my laughter-loving friends ! 
Lore Nzo ! and thy brothers of the fmile ! 
If> what imports you mod> can mod engage. 

Shall 
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ShaD Ileal foor eyr. aiid c)i|Ma yov te ilQF ^0^. 

Or if yoa fail s^t koow, Hm wift IliaO tafte 

Tbe troths I fing; die tratk* I fiag fliaUfiKli 

And, feefingy give aflent ; and theif aAnl 

Is zmjAe recompence ; is nofe than praife. 

Bnt chiefly thine* O Litchfibld ! iior wCakf ; 

Think not nn^introdnc'd I ibrce iny way; 

Narcissa* not ankqewnt not uofLily'i, 

By virtoe, or by Uood» ittnibiQiis yoptb ! 

To thee, from blooming amanvttJUm bqw'n. 

Where all the language harmmtf, d^leends 

Uncall'd, and a&s admittance for the mnfe: 

A mnfe that will not pain thee with thy pmife; 

Thy praife ihe drops, by neikr ikill inTpir'd. 
O Thou ! Bleft Spirit 1 whitJ^ the fapreme* 

Great antemundane Father ! in whoTe bi^aft 

Embryo creation, anbom being, dwejt, 
. And .all its variogs revplutions roU'd 

Prefent, tho' future i prior to th^inTelves ; 
! Whofe breath can bbw it into nought again | 

Or, from hb throne fome delegated pow'r, 
> Who, ftudious of our peace, doft turn the thoughl 
• From vain and vil^ to fpUd and fublime ! 

Unfeen thou lead*ft me to delicious draughts 
: Of infpiration, from a purer ilream. 

And fuller of the god, than that which buril 

From fam'd C^alia : Nor is yet ^ay'd 

, My facred thir^ ; tho* long my foul has rang'4 

Thro' pleafmg paths of mora^, and divine, 

.By Thcefuftain'd, and lighted by the STARS. 
Bytifem beft lighted are the paths of ^^^i^i&z; 

NigJ^ts are their dajs, their moft illumm'd bonrs« 

By ifay, the foul^ overborne by life's career, 

Stunn'd by th^ din, and giddy with the glare* 

Reels 
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Reels far from reafon» jo&led by the throng. 
By iiay the foal is paffive, all her thoughts 
Impos'd, precarious, broken ere mature* 
By night, fromobjedb free, from paffioncodl. 
Thoughts uncontroul'dy and unimpreisM, the births 
Of pure eleQion> arbitrary range. 
Not to tlie limits of om world confinM ; 
But from ethereal travels light on eartl^ 
As voyager& drop anchor, for repofe. 

Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond 
Of feather'd fopperies, the fun adore : 
Darkne/s has more divinity for me ; 
It flrikes thought inward ; it drives back the ibiil 
To fettle on Herielf, our point fupreme ! 
There lies oiir theatre I there fits our judge. 
Darkne/s the curtain drops o'er life's dull fcene ; 
'Tis the kind hand of Providence ftretcht out 
'Twixt man and vanity ; 'tis reaf<m*s reign. 
And <virtui*% too ; thefe tutelary (hades 
Are man's afylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good mixi's/hiend, and gnardian too ; 
It no lefs refiues virtue, than injpires. 

Virtue, for ever frail, as fair, below. 
Her tender nature fuffers in the crowd. 
Nor touches on the world, without a (lain : 
The world's infedious ; few bring back at eve. 
Immaculate, the manners of the morn. 
Sometliing we thought, is blotted ; we refiWd^ 
Js (haken ; we renounced, returns again. 
Each falutaiion may Aide in a fin 
Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. 
Nor is it fh-ange ; Light, motion, concourfe, noifi. 
All, fcatterus abroad; thought outward-bound, 
Negledful of oar home affairs^ flies qS 

la 
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In fame and diffipadon, quits her charge. 
And leaves the breaft unguarded to the foe. 

Prefent example gets within our guard. 
And ads with JoubU force, by few repell'd. 
An^itiom fires ambition ; love of gain 
Strikes, like a peftilence, from breaft to breaft; 
Rioh fridet perfidy, blue vapours breathe ; 
And inhumanity is caught from nian. 
From fmiling man. A flight, a fingle glance. 
And fhot at random, often has brought home 
A fudden fever, to the throbbing heart; 
Of envy, rancour, or impure defire. 
We fee, we hear, with peril ; fafety dwells 
Remote from multitude', the world's a fchool 
Of ivrong, and what proficients fwarm around ! 
We muft, or imitate, or difapprove ; 
Muft lift as their accomplices, or foes ; 
That ftains our innocence ; tht! wounds our peace. 
From nature's birth, hence, nvi/dom has been imit 
With fweet recefs, and languifht for the ihade. 

This &cred fliade, and folitude, what is it ? 
'Tis the felt prefence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. _ 

Vice finks in her allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other objedb, black by night. 
By night an Atheift lialf-believes a God. 

Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
The confcious moon, thro' cv'ry diftant age. 
Has held a lamp to w/dom, and let faU, 
On contemplation* s eye, her purging ray. 
The fam'd Athenian, he who woo'd from heav'n 
Philofophy the fair, to dwell with men. 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride^ 
While o'er his head, as fearful to moleft 
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His laVring mind, the ftars in filence Aide, 

And feem all gazing on their future gueil. 

See him foliciting his ardent fuit 

In private audience: All the live-long night* 

Rigid in thought, and motionlefs, he (lands.; 

Nor quits his theme, qr poflure, till the fun 

(Rude drunkard rifing rofy from the main I) 

Difturbs his nobler intelledual beam. 

And gives him to the tumult of the world. 

Hail, precious moments ! floPn from the black wade 

Of murdei:'d time ! Aufpicious mUnigbt ! hail 1 

The world excluded, ev'ry paflion huih'd. 

And open'd a calm intercourfe with heav'n^ 

Here the foul fits in council ; ponders paft^ 

Frede^nts future aftion ; fees, not feels. 

Tumultuous life, and reafons with the ftorm ; 

All her lyes anfwers, and tbinh down her charms. 
What aweful joy ! What mental liberty ! 

I am not pent in darknefs ; rather fay 

(If not too bold) in darknefs I'm embower'd. 

Delightful gloom ! the cluU'ring thoughts around 

Spontaneous rife,' and bloflbm in the ihade ; 

But droop by day, and ficken in thc/un. 

Thought borrows light elfewhere ; from xh^tjirfl fire. 

Fountain of animation ! whence defcends 

Ur A N I A, my celeftial gueft ! who deigns 

Nightly to vifit me, fo mean ; and ww 

Confcious how needful difcipline to man. 

From pleafing dalliance with the charms of night 

My wand*ring thought recalls, to what excites 

Far other beat of heart ! Narcissa's tomb I 

Or is it feeble nature calls me back. 

And breaks my fpirit into grief again ? 

Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 

A cold. 
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A cold, flow puddle, creeping thro' my veini f 
Or 18 it thus with all men ?-i-Tkus with all. 
What are we ? How unequal! Now we foar. 
And now we fink ; to be the /mm, tranfeendt 
Our prefent prawefs. Dearly pays ^Jwl 
For lodging ill 5 too dearly rents her day, 
Reafon, a* bafiled cotmfeUor 1 but adds 
The blufli of weaknefs to the bane of woe. 
The nobleft fpirit fighting her hard fate. 
In this damp, AxtSky region, charg'd with ftorms. 
But feebly flutter, yet nntatrght to fly ; 
Or, flying, fliort her flight, and fore her fall. 
Our utmofl ftrehgth, when down, to rife agam; 
And not to yields tho' heatent all our praife. 

'Tis vain to feek in men ibr more than man* 
Tho' proud iii promxfb, big in previous thought. 
Experience damps our triumph. I, who late. 
Emerging from the fliadows of the grave. 
Where ^riy detained me prifoner, mounting high. 
Threw wide the gates of everlafting day. 
And calPd mankind to glory, fliook 6S paittt 
Mortality fliook off, in Ether pure. 
And ftruck the ftars ; fttnv feel my fpirhs fail ; 
They 4rop me from the zenith ; down I rufli. 
Like him whom fable fledgM with ^vaxen wbgs. 
In forrow drownM— but not in forrow loft. 
How wretched is the man who never moum'd ! 
I dive for precious pearl in/orrofw*3 ftream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs man that o^fy grieves ; 
Takes all the torment, and reje^ the gain 
(Ineflimable gain*!) ; and gives heav*n leave 
To make him but more wretched, not more wife. 

If wifdom is our leflbn (and what elfe 
Ennobles man ? What eHe have angels fearfit B) 

Gfitff 



fii)& kntAP s fi. zif 

Grh/I more proiiciienU in thy (chbol arc made^ 
Than genius, or fraud iearHtngy e'er cott'd boaft. 
Voracious limning, often over-fed* 
Digeils not into ^nt^ he^^ tnotley^ fis^d* 
This book-cafe, which daric booty aliiioft bilril* 
rrhisyer^^fr dil c^hters* W]fddin> leaves 
JHer native farm, her reetfon, quite untilCd* 
With «kt HlMUiure Khe TuHeits the rank foiI> 
Dung'd, bift hdt dlrell: ; and rich to beggar]^* 
A pomp ontam^abie of weeds prevails. 
HerJervMU's wealth, iiicumber'd nvtfiicm iBOoms* . f 

And what Tsys. genius P « Let the dull he <wiJeJ* Jjt^^^ 
Genius, too hard for right, cati pn>ve it wrong % 
And loves to boafl, where bluih men lefs inipir^ 
It pleads exem|>tion from the laws iA/enfi% 
ConMeis reason as a leveller ; 
And fcorns to ihare a bleffing with the <T0Ud* 
That wife it <ouU ht, thinks an ample cMtx 
To glory, and to pkafur^ jgives the reft, 
Crassus but ileeps, Ardelxo Is Undblie. 
Wifdom lefs ihttddei*s at a fool, than wit. 

But wifdom fmiles, when hun^Med mortals wa^p. 
W)x<tTiforrow wounds the breaft, as ploughs die glebfc# 
And hearts obdurate fed her foft'nmg fliower ; 
Her feed «ekftial, then, glad wifdom fo^s ; 
Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil. 
If fo, Narcxssa ! Welcome my Relapfe; 
I'll raife a tax on my calamity. 
And reap rich coitfpenfatioti from my pain* 
I'll range the plenteous intelle^ttal field ; 
And gather ev'ry thought of fov'reign power 
To chafe the moral maladies of man ; 
Thoughts, which may bear tranfplanting to the ikies* 
Tho' native* pf this coarfe penurious foil j 

z Nor 



je8« THE COMPLAINT. NigbtV: 

Nor wholly wither there, whtrt JirafBs fing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not annaird, in heaven. 
Reajbn, the fun that gives them birth, the fame 
In either dime, tho^ more illaflrious there. 
Thefe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd. 
Shall form a garland for N a r c i ss a's t<mib ; 
And, peradventare, of no ^ding flowers^ 

Say on what themes fhall puzzled choice defeend ? 
** Th* importance of contemptadng the tomb ; 
«* Why men decline it ; /uicide*s foul birth ; 
" The various kind of grief \ ^t faults of age ; 
«* And death* i dread charader'^iavite my fong.'* 

And, firft th' importance of our end furvey'd. 
Friends pounfel quick difmlifion of our grief: 
Miftaken kindnefs 1 our hearts heal toojbon. 
Are they more kind than he, who (truck the blow ? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts. 
And banifh peace, till nohler guejis arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs peace ? 
Calamities 2iXt friends : As glaring day 
Of thefe unnumber'd luftres robs our fight ; 
Fro^eritj puts out unnumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man* 

The man how blefl, who, fick of gaudy fcenes» 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelves ! ) 
l^ led by choice to take his fav'rite walk. 
Beneath deatb^% gloomy, filent, cyprefs fhades> 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fantaftic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his duft, 
Vi£t his vaults, and dwell among the tombs ! 
Lorenzo ! read with me Narcissa's done ; 
(Narcissa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral ftone ; few doftors preach fo well; 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 

The 
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The feeling heart. What patios in the iiati f 
Apt words can ftrike : and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we, here, enjoy. 
What caafe have we to build on length of life ? 
Temptations feize, when/wr is laid afleep ; 
And ill foreboded is our ftrongeft guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble ihrine, 
Trutht radiant goddefs ! Tallies on my foul^ 
And puts delujionh dujky train to ffight ; 
Difpels the mifts our fultry paffions raifc, 
Fromobje^slow, terreftrial, andobfcenej v 
And fhews the real eflimate of things ; 
Which no man, unafHidied, ever faw ; 
Pulls oiF the veil from <virtue*s rifing charms ; 
Detedls temptation in a thoufand lyes. 
Truth bids me look on men, as autumn leaves. 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer's duft, 
Driv'n by the whirlwind : Lighted by her beami^ 
I widen ray horizon, gain new powers. 
See things invifible, feel things remote. 
Am prefent with futurities ; think nought 
To man fo foreign, as the joys pofiji ; 
Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave. 

Ho /oily keeps its colour in i?er fight ; 
Pale worlMy iw/Hem lofes all her charms ; 
In pompous promife, from her fchemes profound* 
]f future fate fhe plans, 'tis all in leaves. 
Like Silyl, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs I 
At the firft blaft it vanilhes'in air. 
Kot fo# celeftial: Would'ft thou know, Loubmxo ( 
How differ tworldly 'wi/dom, and divine ? 
Jufi: as the waning, and the waxbg moon# 
More empty 'worldly wifdom ev'ry day; 
And ev'ry day more fair her rival fhines. 

VoL.IL U When 
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When later, there's lefs tube to play the fooL 
Soon our whole term for wifdom is expir'd 
(Thou know'ft fhe calls no council in the grave) r 
And everlailing fool is writ in fire. 
Or nal wifdom wafts us to the ikies. 

As worldly fchemes refemble SiiyPs leaves. 
The good man's days to Siiyl^t books compare^ 
(In antient ilory read, thou know'il the tale) 
In price Hill riiing« sis in number lefs, 
InefHmable quite his final hour* 
For That who thrones can offer, offer thrones $ 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. 
^ O let me die his death !" all nature cries. 
** Then live his life."— -All nature faulters there. 
Our great phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the gra^e, our only cure. 

What grave prefcribes the beil ?— «A friend's; and yet. 
From a bend's grave, how foon we difengage ? 
Ev'n to the deareft, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends raviiht from us ? 'Tis to bind. 
By foft ^^/Ws tyes, on human hearts. 
The thought of death, which rea/on, too fupine» 
Or ndfempkjy'd, fo rarely faftens then* 
Nor reafon, nor afiFe£tion, no, nor both 
Combin'd, can break the witchcrafts of the world* 
Behold, th' inexorable hour at hand i 
Behold, th' inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief ^£01 of life, 
Tho' well to ponder it, is life's chief emi^ 

Is death, chat ever threat'ning, ne'er remote^ 
That all-important, and that only fure, 
(Come when he will) an onexpeded gueft? 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprudinch onexpe&ed itill ? 

The* 
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Tho' numerous mefTengers are fent before^ 
To warn his great arrival. What the caufe* 
The wond'rous caufe^ of this myfterions ill ? 
Ati heav*n looks down aftoniih'd at the iight. 

Is it, that life has fown hctjoys Co thick> 
We can't thruft in a finglc care between ? 
Is it, that lifcf has fuch a fwarm of cares. 
The thought of death can't enter for the throng f 
Is it, that tmu ileals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream ? 
90-^ is fo hkeye/ierday, it dieats ; 
We take the lying fifter for the fame. 
Life glides away, Lorenzo ! like a brook; 
For ever changing, unpercciv'd the change. 
In the fame brook none ever bath'd him twice : 
To the fame life none ever twice awoke. 
We call the brook the fame ; the fame we think 
Our life, tho' ftill more rapid in its flow ; 
Nor mark the much, irrevocably laps'd» 
And mingled with the fea. Or (hall we fay 
(Retaining itill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veffel on the ftream ? 
In life embark'd, we (moothly down the tide 
Of time defcehd, but not on time intent; 
Amus'd, unconfcious of the gliding wave; 
Till on a fudden we perceive a ftiock ; 
We ftart, awake, look out ; what fee wc there f 
Our brittle bark is burfl on Choroids (hore. 

Is this the caufe death flies all human thought? 
Or is \t judgment, by the <wiU (truck blinds 
That domineering miftrefs of the foul ! 
Like him fo (Irong, by Dalilah the fair ? 
Or is 11 fear turns ftartled rei^ back. 
From looking down a precipice fo deep ' 

U2 'Ti? 
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'Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wifely placM» 
By nature* confcious of the make of man* 
A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind* 
A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
By that onaw'd* in life's moft fmili^g hour* 
The goeJ man would repine ; would y^r joys. 
And bum impatient for his promis'd ikies. 
The ^a4 on each pundilious pique of pride* 
Or gloom of humour* would give rage the rein ; 
Bound o'er the barrier* ruih into the dark* 
And mar the fchemes of Providence below. 

What groan was that* Lor s nzo ?— Furies ! rife ; 
And drown in your lefs execrable yell* 
Britamtia*^ fhame. There took her gloomy flight* 
On wing impetuous* a black (ullen foul* 
Blafled fh>m hell* with horrid lull of death. 
Thy friends the brave* the gallant Altamont, 
So call'd* fo thought— -And then he fled the field. 
Lefs bafe the fear of death* than fear of life. 
O Britain^ in&mous for Suicide ! 
An ijiaud in thy manners ! far disjoin'd 
From the whole world of rationah beiide ! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head* 
Waih the dire ftain* nor fhock the continent. 

But thou be {hock'd* while I dete6l the caufe 
Oi filf-ajjatdt, expofe the monfter*s birth. 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the world. 
Blame not thy clime* nor chide the diilant fun ; 
The fun is innocent* thy clime abfolv'd : 
Immcrai climes |dnd nature never made. 
The caufe I flng* in Eden might prevsdl* 
And proves* It is thy folly* not thy fate. 

The foul of man (let man in homage bow* 

Who names his ^ul J, a native of the ikies ! 

Hlgh-bom* 
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High-borny and free, her freedom fhould msdntain. 

Unfold, unmortgaged for earth*s little bribes. 

Th[* iilttftrious ftranger, in this foreign land. 

Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity. 

Studious of home, and ardent to return. 

Of earth fufpiciocis, earth^s inchanted cup 

With cool rcfervc light touching, fhould indulge. 

On iTimortaJityt her godlike tafle ; 

There take large draughts ; make her chief banquet there. 

But (bme rejed this fuftenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend ; 
Afic alms of earth, for guefts that came from heaven f 
Sink into ilaves; and fell, forfre/ent hire. 
Their rich reveriion, and (what ihares its fate) 
Their nsLtivc/reeiiom, to the prince who fways 
This nether world. And when his payments fail. 
When his foul ba(ket gorges them no more. 
Or their pall'd palates loath the baiket full ; 
Are inftantly, with wild demoniac rage. 
For breaking all the chains of Providence, 
And buriting their confinement ; tho* faft barr'd 
By laws divine and human ; guarded ftrong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pafs. 
The blackefl, nature, or dire guilt can raife ; 
.And moated round with fathomlefs deftruSion, 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons ! is the cauje, to you unknown. 
Or worfe, o'erlopk'd ; o'erlook'd by magiftrates, 
Thus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 
Is madneic $ but the madnefs of the hearty 
And what is that ? Our utmoft bound of guilt. 
A fenfual, unrefle^ling life, is big 
With monflrous births, and Suicide, to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
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Heav'n*$ law fupreme, and deijperately niih 
Thro' facred natur$*% murder^ on their own, 
Becaufe they never think of deaths they die. 
*Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to fhun, and meditate, his end* 
When by the bed of langoifhment we fir, 
(The Teat oiivi/Hom ! if our choice, not fate) 
Or, o'er our dying friends, in anguifh hang. 
Wipe the cold dew, or flay the £nking head. 
Number their moments, and, in ev'ry clock. 
Start at the voice of an Eternity ; 
See the dim lamp of life juft feebly lift 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze. 
Then fink again, and quiver into death. 
That moft pathetic herald of our own ; 
How read we fuch fad fcenes ? As fent to man 
In perfed vengeance ? No ; in pity fent. 
To melt 'him down, like wax, and then imprefi» 
Indelible, deatb^s image on his heart ; 
Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 
We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile« 
The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. 
Our quick-retuming/Ji^ cancels all ; 
As the tide rufhiiig rafes what is writ 
In yielding fands, and fmooths the letter'd fhore* 

LoftBNZO ! hafi thou ever weigh'd zfigb ? 
Or fhidy'd the philofophy of teors f 
(A fcience, yet unle^lur'd in our.fchools !) 
Hail thOu defcended deep into the breafl, 
Aqd feen their fource ? If not^. ^efcend with me, . 
Andjtrace thefe briny rivlets t(^ their fpringt* 

Cfur fun'ral tears, from diir'rent caufes, rife 
As if from fep'rate ciflems m tne foul, 
6f ^arioui kindsi they flow. From tender heart99 

By 
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By foft contagion caU'd,yS^«^ burft at once. 

And ftream ol^fequious to the leading eye. 

Some afk more tin&e, by carious art diflill'd» 

Some hearts, in iecret hard, unapt to melt;. 

Struck by the magic of the public eye. 

Like Moses' fmitten rock, guih out amain. 

Some Weep to ihare the fame of the deceas'd. 

So high in merit, and to them fo dear. 

They dwell on praifes, which they diink they ihare; 

And thos, without a blufh, commend Themfelves. 

Some mourn, in proof, that fomething diey could love : 

They weep not to relieve their grief, hxxjhenxj. 

Some weep in perfed juilice to the dead. 

As confcious all their love is in arrear. 

Some mifchievoufly weep, not unapprised 

Tears, ibmetimes, aid the conqueft of an eye. 

With what addrefs the foft Bpbejians draw 

Their fable net-work o'er entangled hearts ! 

As feen thro* chryftal, how their rpfes glow. 

While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek ? * 

Of her's not prouder Egypt's wanton queen, 

Caroufing gems, herfelf diflblv'd in love. 

Some weep at d^atbx abfbadted from the deaJf 

And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceaie. 

By kind conftrudion fome arc deemed to weep, 

Becaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earneft, and yet weep in vain ; 
As deep in indifcretion, as in woe. 
Paffion^ blind paifion ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deferve more tears $ v/h^e^rea/on flceps ; 
Or gazes like an idiot, unconcerned ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm ; 
Knows not it fpcaks to her^ and her alone* 
Jrratiowds all forrow are beneath, 

U4 That 
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That noble gift ! Viat privilege of man ! 
From^^ow^s pang, the birth of endlefs joy* 
But the/e are barren of that birth divine ; 
They weep impetnous, as the fummer Homu 
And fall as fhort i The cruel grief fcxm tam'dt 
They make a pailime of the ftingiefs tale ; 
Far as the deep rdbunding knell, they fpread 
The dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of w^anr pays them for their *woe. 

Half-round the globe, the tears pumpt up by deati 
Are fpent in wat'ring vanities of life ; 
In making/olfy ilourifh flill more fair. 
When the fick foul, her wonted flay withdrawn^ 
Reclines on earth, and ferrows in the duft ; 
tnHead of learning, there, her true /uf fort, 
Tho' there thrown down her true fupport to learn. 
Without heav'n's aid, impatient to be bleft. 
She crawls to the next fhrub, or bramble vile, 
Tbo from the ftately cedar's arms (he fell ; 
With ftale, foriwom embraces, clings anew. 
The llranger weds, and bloflbms, as before. 
In all the fruitlefs fopperies of life : 
Prefents her 'tuifed, weU^fancy'd, at the ball. 
And raiQe^ for the ileaiFs-heeid on the ring. 

So wept Av RE LI A, till the defiin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making fmiles. 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo &ir Clarissa's fate ; 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth ! 
Not fuch, Narcissa, my diflrefs for Thee. 
I'U make an ^tar of thy facred tomb. 
To facrifice to wJfdwn.^What waft Thou ? 
« Twf f m» zxAfmrtunifte /'* Ea^h yields ^ theme, 

ru 
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1^11 dwell on each» to ihnn thought more fevere$ 
(Heav'n knows I labour with fevercr ftill !) 
I'll dwell on each, and quite exhaufl: thy death. 
A foul without reiledion» like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, firft, hyyq^tb. , What fays it to grey hairs ! 
Narcissa, Pm beo9ine thy pupil now^ 
Early, bright, tranilent, chafte, as morning dew. 
She fparkled, vtSL& exhal'd, and went to heav'n* 
Tim on this head tes fnow'd ; yet ftill 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks buc on another^i grave. 
Cover'd with ihame I fpeak it, age fevere 
Old worn-out vice iets down for virtue fair; 
With gracelefs gravity, chaftiiing youth. 
That youth chaftis'd furpaffing in a faull^ 
Father of ^, forgetfulneis of death : 
As if, like objeds prefling on the fight, 
Diotb had ^advanc'd too near us to be feen : 
Or, that life's loan time ripen'd into right ; 
And men might plead prefcription from the grave | 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 
Deathlefs ? far from it 1 fucb are dead already; 
Their hearts are bury'd^^ and the world their grave. 

Tell me, fome god ! my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us, and death 
Already at the door ? He knocks, we hear. 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Pur untouched hearts ? What miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thoufand qmvers 
Is daily darted, and is daily ihunn'd ? 
We fland, as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around us falling ; wounded oft Ourfelves ; 
Tho' bleeding w^b our woux^ds^ immortal. ftill ! 

Wc 
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We fee tin^e't furrows on another's biow^ 

And death intrench'd> preparing his aifiiult; , 

How few themfelves^ in that joft mirror* fee 1 

Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! 

There death is certain ; doubtful ifere : He nuffi, 

AndJo9n ; We way, within an age, expire. 

Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts aiv) aims are green i 

Like damag'd clocks, whofe hand ana bell diflent ; 

Foify iings Six, while natwre points at Twelve, 

Abfur'd longevity ! More, More, ii cries : 
More life, more wealth, more traih oiev'ry kind* 
And wherefore mad fer more, when reliih fails } 
OhjeS^ and appettUy mnft club for joy ; 
%\a^ folly labour hard to mend the bow. 
Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from wtbntt. 
While nature is relaxing ev*ry ftring ? 
Afk thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard mjithiru 
Think you the foul, v/hen this life's rattles oeafe^ 
Has nothing of more manly to fttcceed I 
Contra^ the tafte immortal ; learn ev'n Now 
To reliih what aUne fubiiils hereafter. 
Divincy or none, henceforth your joys for ever. 
Oi age the g)ory is, to 'wijb to die. 
That wiih is fraife, and fromife\ it applauds 
Paft life, and promifes our future blifs. 
What weakne& fee not children in their fires ? 
Grand-clima6lerical abfurdities ! 
Grey-hair'd authority, to faults of youth. 
How fhocking : It makes folly thrice a fool ; 
And our firfl childhood might our laft deipife* 
Peace and efieem is all that age can hope. 
Nothing but ^ifdem gives thtjirfti the lafl. 
Nothing, but the repute of being woife. 
folly bars both ; our age is quite undone* 

What 
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What follj can be ranker ? Like oar flutdows* 
Oar wifhes lengthen, as our fun declines. 
No wifh fhould loiter, tbcH, this fide the grave. 
Our hearts (hould leave the world, before the knell 
Calls for our carcafes to mend the foil. 
Enough to live in tempeft, die in port ; 
Age ftiould fly qoncoarfe, cover in retreat 
Defedls of judgment ; and the wi7/*s fubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn ihore 
Of that vaft ocean it muft fail fo (bon ; 
And put good-works on board ; and wait the wind 
That ihortly blows us into worlds unknown ; 
li UHconjider*d too, a dreadful fcene ! 

All fliould be prophets to themfelves ; fbrefee 
Their future fate ; their future fete foretafte $ 
This art would wafte the bittcmefs of death. 
The thought of death alone, x)itfear deftrojs. 
A difaffedion to that precious thought 
Is more than midnight darknefs on the foul. 
Which fleeps beneath it, on a precipice^ 
Puff 'd off by the firft blaft, and loft for ever. 

Doft alk. Lore Nzo, why fo warmly preff. 
By repetition hammered on thine ear. 
The thought of death ? That thought is the machine^ 
The grand machine ! that heaves us from the duft. 
And rears us into men. That thought, ply'd home. 
Will foon reduce the ghaftly /r^r/^/V^ 
O'er-hanging hell, will foften the defccnt. 
And gently flope our paffage to the grave ; 
How warmly to be wilht I What heart of flefh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes f 
Yawn o'er the fate of infinite ? What hand. 
Beyond the blackeft brand of cenfure boki^ 

(To 
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(To fpeak a language too well known to Thee) 
Would at a moment give its AU to chance, 
Andjiamf the die for an eternity f 

Aid me« Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace 
With Ji^itt)^ ; and ere her fciffars cut 
My thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
Of moral death, that ties me to the world. 
Sting thou my flumb'ring req/on to fend forth 
A thought of obfervation on the foe ; 
To ially ; and furvey the rapid march 
Of his ten thousand meilengers to man ; 
Who, Jeh v-like, behind him turns them all. 
A& acadent aipaLrt, by nature ^ga^d. 
My warrant is gone out, tho* dormant yet ; 
Perhaps behind one moment larks my fate. 

Mud I ihen/orward only look for death ? 
Back-word I turn mine eye, and find him there, 
Man is a felf-furvivor ev'ry year. 
Man, like a ftream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death's a deftroyer of quotidian prey. 
yiyjoutbj my uoon-tide. His; ray y^erday% 
The bold invader (hares the frefent hour. 
Each moment on the former (huts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreafe ; 
And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. 
Our birdi is nothing but our death begun ; 
As tapers wafle, that inilant they take fire. 

Shall we then fear, leil that fhould come to paTs, 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we mull, let that death turn us pale. 
Which max^x^ftrength and ardour \ what remains 
Should rather call on death, than dread his call. 
Ye partnen of my fault, and my decline ! 

2 Thoughtlefs 
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Thoughdefs of ^eath, but when your neighbdur's knell 
(Rude viiitant!) knocks hard at your dull ienfe. 
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme* in ev'ry place and hour; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental Sires i 
A brother tomb to tell you you fhall die. 
That death you dread (fo great is nature's fkiO !) 
Know, you fliall nun before you fhall enjoy. 

But you are leam'd ; in volumes, deep you £t; 
in wifdom, ihallow : Pompous ignorance \ 
Wou'd you be ftill more learned, than the leam'd ? 
Learn well to know how mudi need not be known* 
And what that knowkdge, which impairs yoor^/^. 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food* 
UnhedgM, lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feafL 
You fcorn what lies before, you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, moral truth ; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal fruit; 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods : 
And dive vskfciena for diftinguifht names* 
Difhonefl fomentation of your pride ; 
Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords \ 
Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout^ I 
Frozen at heart, while fpeculation (bines* 
Awake, ye curious indagators 1 fond 
Of knowing all, but what avails you known. 
If you would learn death's charaOtr, attend. 
All calls of £ohdud, all degrees of health. 
All dies of fortune, and all dates of age» 
Together fhook in his impartial urn. 
Come forth at random : Or, if choice is made. 
The choice is c^ycJarcafiU^ and infoks 

AU 
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AO bokt conjeftnr^ and fimd hopes of iiiaiu 
What coimtleft moiddides not only Zukv, 
Bot deeply dtfi^pmtit ii|» by their deaths ! 
The' great our forrovr, greater our forprize* 

Like other tyrants, ^Uatb delights to iaatt. 
What, (bitten, mcA proclaims die pride of poiv^r^ 
And arbitrary nod. His joy fapreme. 
To bid the wretch fonriTe the fortunate ; 
The feeUe wrap th' athletic in his fhrood; 
And weeping fathers bniU their childrens tomb : 
Me Thine, Narcissa ! — ^What tho' fhort thy date? 
Virtue, not rolling fans, the mind matures. 
That life is long, which anfwers life's great end. 
The time that bears no frnit, deferves no name; 
The man of wifdom is the man of years. 
In hoary youth Methvsalems may die; 
O how mi/Hated on their fiatt'ring tombs ! 

t^\VLCis%tih youth has ledur'd me thns fiur* 
And can her gaiety give connfel X6o } 
That, like the Jinus fiun'd oracle of gems. 
Sparkles inibudion ; fach as throws new lights 
And opens more the cbaraSer ofdaith ; 
111 known to thee, Lorenzo ! This thy vamit : 
*^ Give death his due, the wretched, and the old ; 
^ Ev'n let him fweep his rubbiih to the grave^; 
'< Let him not violate kind nature's laws, 
** But own man bom to Unte as well as i//>." 
Wretched and M thou giv'il him ; young and gay 
He takes ; and plunder is a tyrant's joy. 
What if I prove, « The fartheft from i^tfear^ 
« Are often nearcft to iksftroke of Fate V* 

All, more than common, menaces an end» 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers Ihottld emit a flatne. 

Glad 
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Glad fpirits fparkled from Narcissa's eye. 

And made yoath younger, and taught life to live^ 

As nature's oppofites wage cndlefs war. 

For tbh offence, as treafon to the deep 

Inviolable ftupor of his reign, 

Where luft^ and turbulent ambition, ileep, 

Dtath took fwift vengeance. As he life detefts* 

More life is ftiil more odious ; and, reduc'd 

By conqueft, aggrandizes more his pow'r. 

But tvherefbri aggrandized ? By heaven's decree^ 

To plant the foul on her eternal guard. 

In aweful expectation of our end. 

Thus runs death^s dread comniiffion : ** Strike, buty^^ 

**• As moft alarms the living by the dead.'* 

lienze firatagem delights him, zxA furprize% 

And cruel fport with man's fecurities. 

Not fimple conqued, triumph is his aim ; 

And, where leaft fear'd, there conqueft triumphs moft* 

This proves my bold aflertion not too bold. 

What arc i&/V»arts to lay our fears afleep? 
Tiherian arts his purpofes wrap up 
In deep diflimulation's darkeft night. 
Like princes unconfeft in foreign courts. 
Who travel under cover, tieath aifumes 
The name and look oHife, and dwells among as.' 
He takes all fhapes that ferve his black defigns ; 
Tho' mafter of a wider empire far 
Than that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew. 
Like Nero, he's a fiddler, charioteer, - 
Or drives his phaeton, in female guife ; 
Quite unfufpeded, till, the wheel beneath. 
His difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moil aFe£b the forms leaft like himfelf, 
i^ij flender felf. Hence burly corpulence 

a . If 
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Is his fimiliar wcar> and fleek diiguiie. 

Behind the rofy Uoom he loves to lurk» 

Or ambufh in a finile; or wanton dive 

In dimples deep ; love's eddies^ which draw in 

Unwary hearts* and fink them in de^air. 

Such* on N A R cissa's coach he loitered long 

Unknown^ and, when deteded» flill was feen 

To fmiU \ foch peace has innocence in death ! 

Moiirhappy they I whom leafl his arts deceive. 

One eye on duah^ and one full fix'd on heaven. 

Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. 

Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy, 

I've feen, or dreamt I (aw, the tyrant dre/s ; 

Lay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 

Say, mufe, for thou remember'ft, call it back» 

And ihew Lorenzo the furprifrng fcene; 
If 'twas a dream, his genius can explain* 

*Twas in a circle of the g4^ I ftood. 
Diatb would have enter'd; Natur$ puiht him back; 

Supported by a dodor of renown. 
His point he gain'd. Then artfully difinifi 
The fage ; for death defign'd to be conceal'd. 
He gave an old vivacious u/urer 
His meagre afpe^t, and his naked bones ; 
In gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
A pamper 'd^^W//&r^ ; whofe fantaftic air, 
Well-faihion'd figure, and codcaded brow. 
He took in change, and underneath the pride 
Of coflly linen, tuck'd his filthy ihroud. 
His crooked bow- he fbraiten'd to a cane; 
And hid his deadly fhafts in Myra's eye. 
The dreadful mafquerader, thus equipt> 
Out-iallies on adventures, A(k you where f 
Where is be not I For his peculiar haunts^ 

Let^ 



' THE • KEL APSE. joj 

Let this fuifice ; fare as night follows day. 
Death treads ixi:flea/ure^8 footfteps round the worlds 
When pUafure treads the paths, which nafin fhons* 
When, againft reafon^ riot (huts the door. 
And gcuety fupplies the place of/enje. 
Then, foremoft at the banquet, and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or flamps the deadly die ; 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily caroufing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs^ to fee them laugh at him. 
As abfent far : And when the revel burns, 
y^tnfear is banifht, and triumphant thought. 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Againft him turns the key ; and bids him fup 
With their progenitors— He drops his maik ; 
Frowns out at full ; they ftart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden terror and furprize. 
From his black mafque of nitre, touch'd by fire. 
He burfls, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant treachery. 
And more thanfimple conquefty in the fiend \ 

And now, Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy fqjd 
In foft fecurity, becaufe unknown 
Which moment is commifiion'd to d^roy ? 
In deaths uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fixt; 
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear. 
All expedation of the coming foe. 
Roufe, ftand in arms, nor lean againft thy fpear; 
Left flumber fteal one moment o'er thy foul. 
And/ate furprize thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong ; 
Thus give each day the merit, and renown. 
Of dying well ; tho' doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life's period hidden (as from moft) 

VoL.n. X Hide 
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Hide too from ThM the prcdons ufk of life 
Early, not fadden, was NAtctUA't late. 

Soon, not f»rprifi|ig, dimth Us vifit fMud. 

Her thought went forth to meet him on hit way> 

Nor gtuety forgot it was to die : 

T^* fortune too (our third and final thenie)» 

As an accompllcey played her gaudy pkn&esy 

And ev'ry glitt'ring gewgaw^ on ber fight* 

To dazzle, and. debauch it from its mark. 

Dioth's dreadful advent is the mark of man; 

And ev'ry thought that watks k, is bfind. 

Fortune, vnthjoutJ^ and gaief^f con(}>ir'd 

To weave a triple wreath of happineft 

(If happinefs on earth) to crown her brow. 

And could i/eat^ charge thro' iuch a fliining (hield f 
That (hining fltield inwtte the tyrant's fpear» 

As if to damp our elevated aims. 

And ftrongly preaeh humility to man. 

O how portentous is profperity ! 

How, comet- like, it threatens, while it flinies ! 

Few years but yield us prtiof of 4feath*$ ambition. 

To cull his vidims from rfie faircft fWd, 

And iheath his (hafts in all the pride of life. 

When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 

With recent honours, bioom'd with ev'ry blifi. 

Set up in oflentation, made the gaze. 

The gaudy centre, of the puUic eye^ 

When/ortune thus has tofs'd her child in air, 

Snatcht from the covert of an humble ftate. 

How often have I feen him dropt at once. 

Our morning's envy ! and Our ev'ning's figh I 

As if her bounties were the iignal giv'n. 

The flow'ry wreath to mark the facrifice. 

And call death's arrows on the deitin'd prey. . 
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Higbforhme feems in cruet league with /to, 
Afk you for what ? To gire his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illiiftriottsi ^1'; 
Thas to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And boms Lorbnzo ilill for the fublime 
Of life ? to hang his airy neft on high. 
On the flight timber of the topmod bough, 
Rockt at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? 
Granting grim /leath at equal diilance there i 
Yet feace begins juft where ambition ends. 
What makes mad wretched ? Happinefs cteti^'^df 
Lorenzo 1 no : ^is happinefs difdairPd, 
She comes too meanly dreil to win oar fmile ; 
And calls herfelf Content, a homely name I 
Our flame is tranjport, and content our fcorn. 
Ambition turns, and fliuts the door againfl her> 
And weds a toil, a tempefi, in her flead ; 
A tempeft to warm tranjport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal flate admits. 
Life's modefl joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our ecflafies are wounds to peace ; 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And flnce thy peace is dear, ambitious youth! 
Of fortune fond ! as thougjitlefs of thy fate I 
As late I drew deatPs pidure, to ftir up 
Thy wholefome fears ; now^ drawn in contrail, fee 
G2lY fortune^ s, thy vain hopes to reprimand. 
See, high in air, the fportive goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her cafket, fpreada^ her glittering ware. 
And calls the giddy winds to pufl* abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
All rufli rapacious ; friends o'er trodden friends ; 
Sons o'er their fathers, fubjedls o'er their kings, 
Priefts o'er their gods, and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador'd) tcr fnatch the golden fliow'r. 

X 2 Q^ld 
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GoU glitters moftj where nnrtue ihines no more ; 
As ftars from abfent fans have leave to (hine. 
O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkenneird from the prifons» and the flews. 
Pour ih» all op'ning in their idol's praife ; 
AlU ardent, eye each wafture of her hand. 
And, wide^expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untafted, thro* mad appetite for more; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nons ftill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmallefl game. 
And bold to feize the greateft. If (bleft chance !) 
Court-zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 
O'er juH, o'er facred, all-forbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning fcent of place or pow'r. 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 
Their manners, thou their various fates furvey. 
With aim mif-meafur'd, and impetuous fpeed. 
Some darting, ftrike their ardent wifh far off. 
Thro' fury to poffefs it : Some fncceed. 
But flumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From Jbme, by fudden blafb, 'tis whirl'd away. 
And lodg'd in bofoms that ne'er dreamt of gain. 
To/ome it flicks fo clofe, that, when torn off. 
Torn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
Some, o'er-enamottr'd of their bags, run mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of bread. * 
■Together fome (unhappy rivals!) feize. 
And rend abundance into poverty ; 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and fmiles : 
Smiles too the goddefs ; but fmiles mod at thofe, 
(Juft Vidims of exorbitant deiire !) 
Who perilR at their own requefl, and, whelm'd 
Beneath her load of lavifh grants, expire. 

FortuMt 
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Fortune is famous for her numbers fl^n« 

The number fmallx which happinefs can bear. 

Tho' *vanous for a while their fktes ; at laft 

One curfe involves them all : At death's approachi 

All read their riches backward into lofs. 

And mourn^ in juft proportion to their ftore. ' 

And death's approach (if orthodox my fong) 
Is hafte&'d by the lure of/ortune*s fmiles. 
And art thou ftill a glutton of bright gold ? 
And art thou ftill rapacious of thy ruin ? 
Deatif loves a ftiining mark> a fignal blow ; 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; 
And ftartles thoufands with a iingle fall. ' 
As when fome ftately growth of oak, or pine. 
Which nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her ihade. 
The fun's defiance, and the flock's defence ; 
By the flrongftrokes of lab'ring hinds fubdu'd. 
Loud groans her laft, and, rufhing from her height. 
In cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground : 
The confcious fbreft trembles at the fliock. 
And hill, and ftream, and diftant dale, refound. 

Thefe high-aim'd darts of ^eatJi^, and thefe alone. 
Should I coUedt, my quiver would be full. 
A quiver, which, fafpended in mid-air. 
Or near heav'n's archer , in the zodiack, hung, 
{So cotdd it be) Jhould draw the public eye. 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A conftellation awful, yet benign. 
To guide the ga;^ through life's tempeftuous wave ; 
Nor fttffer them to ftrike the common rock, 
** From greater danger to grow more fecurc, 
'» And, wrapt in happinefs, forget their fate." 

Lysanoer, happy paft the common lot. 
Was warn'd of danger, but too gay to fear. 
He woo'd the fair Aspasia: She was kind: 

X3 In 
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In youth, fbmiy fortoae, fiune, they both wene ibkft : 

All who knew, jenvy'd; yet i^ envy lov'4: 

Can fancy form more fiaiiht happinefs? 

Fixt was the nuptial hour. Her ftately dome 

Rofe on the founding beacj^. The glktering ^if^ 

Ploat in the wave, and break againft the fliQre: 

So break thoie gUtt'ring flxadows, hoioan joys. 

The faithlefs morning fmil'd: he takes his kay^ 

To re-embrace, in ecftaiies, at eve. 

The riling ftorm forbids. The news arrives: 

Untold, fhe.faw it lA her fervaot's eye» 

She felt it feen (her heart was apt to feel) ; 

And, drown'd, without the f«rious ooean's aid 

In fuiFocating ibrrows, ihares his tomb. 

Now, round the fumptuous, bridal monument. 

The guilty billows innocently roar; 

And the rough iailor paffing^ dropi a tear. 

A tear?— *Can tears f^ffice?— -But not for m^ 

How vain our efforts I and our arts, how yain I 

The iii/ant train of thought I took, to (hi^n. 

Has thrown me on njy {sLtG-^Thefi died tpgether; 

Happy in ruin ! ifndivwc^d by dea(h \ 

Or ne'er to meet, or |:i^'er to part, is pe94:|B— ? 

Narcissa ! Pity b)eed$ iit thought of thee^ 

Yet thou w^A pnly nuir pnej pot myfilf. 

Survive my/elf P'^That cu«f aU other woe. 

Narcissa lives; Philandeii is forgot. 

O the foft commerce 1 Q the tender ties, 

Clofe-twifted with the fibres of ths heart I 

Which, brol^en» break them ; and drain cS the M 

Of human joy; and make it pain to live— 

And is it th^n to live ? When fucb friends p^j^ 

'Tis the furvivor diw-wpMy hfg^r^, no uiofe. 

NIGHT 
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PREFACE, 

JfEW ages ba'ue been deeper in dijpute about religiott, 
tban tbis. Tbe dijpute about religion^ and tbe prac^ 
tice of ity Jeldom go together. The Jborter, therefore^ 
tbe dijpute, the better. I think it may be reduced to this 
Jingle queftionj Is man immortal, or is he not ? If Jbg 
is not, all our dij^utes are mere amufements, or trials of 
fiilL In this <afey tmdi, reafon, religion, njjhich give ' 
cur difcourfes fuch pomp and folemnityy are (as tjQill bg 
Jbewn) mere ^empty founds 'without any meaning in them. 
But if man is immortal, it 'will behove him to be <very fe^ 
rious about eternal confequences ; or, in other ^words, to be 
truly religious. And this great fundamental truth, un^ 
efablijhed, or unarwaker^d in the minds of men, is, I con^ 
cei*ve, the real fource andfupport of all our infidelity ; 
how remote foever the particular objeQions advanced nuvp 
feem to be from it. 

SenfiUe appearances affeSi moft men much more than 
abftradl reafbnings ; andvoe daily fee bodies drop around 
us, but the foul is invijtble. The power which inclina- 
tion has over the judgment, // greater than can be v)eU 
conceived by thofe that han)e not had an experience of iti 
and of what numbers is it the fad intereft that fouls 
fiouU not furvive ! The heathen world confejfed, that 
they rather hoped, than firmly believed immortality! 
And how many heathens hoFue weftill amongft us / The 
facred page ajfures us, that life and itfs^urtaUty is brought 
to light by the GoJ^l: iut by how many is the Gofpel 

rejeSed, 
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rejeSed, or overlookeJ! From tbefi confiJerations, and 
from Mf heifigy atcidemtallyt frivy to the Jemtimemts of 
Jomi particular perjons^ I have been Umg ferjuaded theU 
mofif if not all, our infidels (<tvhatever name they take, 
and tubote^er fchenUi for argument's fake, and to keep 
tbemfehves in countenance , they patronixej arefupported in 
their deplorable error, by fome doubt of their immortality, 
ai the bottom^ And I amfatisfied, that men once tho- 
roughly convinced of their inmurtality, are not fear from 
being Chriftiansm For it is hard to conceive, that a mam 
fully eonfcious eternal pain or happivefs wU certainly be 
bis lot, Jhmld net eamefily, and impartially, inquire after 
the fyrefi means of efcaping one, andfecuring the other* 
Andoffueh an eameft and impartial inquiry, I 'weU knom 
the eonfequence* 

Here, therefore, in proof of this mofi fundamental truth, 
fome plain arguments are offered ; arguments derived 
from principles ivhich Infidels admit in common ivith 
Believers; arguments, 'which appear to me altogether 
irrejtfiible ; andfuch as, / am fatisfed, will ha've great 
nveight *with all, tvho give them/elves the Jmall trouble 
of looking ferioujly into their own bojbms, and of obferv^ 
ing, v)ith any tolerable degree of attention, nmhat daily 
paffes round about them in the vjorld. If fome arguments - 
Jhall, h^re, occur, vubich others have declinedy they are 
fubmitted, with all deference, to better judgments in this, 
of all points the moft important. For, as to the Being 
of a God, that is no longer dijputed; but it is undif 
putedfor this reafin only; vie. becaufe, where the leaft 
pretence to reafin is admitted, it muftfor ever be indij^u- 
table* And ofconfiquence no man can be betrayed into a 
difpute of that nature by vanity; which has a principal 
Jhare in animating our modem combatants againfi other 
mrticke of our Belief 

% SH £ 






SHE* (for I know not yet hpr name in heav'n) 
Not early* Uk« Narcissa, left thu fcenc; 
Nor fodden, like Philander. What avail? 
This Teeming mitigation btt( inflames ; 
This fancy'4 saed'ciftc heighten? the difcafc, . 
The longer known, the clofer ftill ihe grew ; 
And gradual parting is a gradual death. 
'Tis the grim tyrant's engine, which extorts. 
By tardy preffure's ftill-increafing weight. 
From hardeft hearts, confeflion of diftrefs. 

O the long, dark approach through years of p4n. 
Death's gallVy ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
With difmal ifoult, and fable ttrr^, hung ; 
Sick hope's pale lamp its only glimm'ring ray : 
There, fate my melancholy walk ordaiu'd. 
Forbid /el/'Io've itfelf to flatter, there. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad 1 
How oft I faw her dead, while yet in fmiies ! 
In fniiles fhe funk her grief to leflen minf. 
She fpoke me comfort, and increas'd my pain* 
Like powerful armies trenching at a towQ» 
By (low, and filent, but reiifUefs fap. 
In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground* 
Death urg'd his deadly fiege | in ipite of art. 
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Of all the balmy bleffings nature lends 

To fucconr frail humanity. Ye ilars ! 

(Not novffirfi made familiar to my light) 

And thott> O moon I bear witneis ; many % night 

He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Ty*d down my fore attention to the ihock. 

By ceafelefs depredations on a life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful po(l 

Of obfervation! darker ev^ry hour ! 

Lefs dread the day that drove me to the brink> 

And pointed at eternity below ; 

When my foul fhudder'd at futurity ; 

When, on a moment's point, th' important dye 

Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turn'd up life ; my title to more woe. 

But why more woe ? More comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifh*d to die; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchednefs and pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumber'd, gall'd, 
Block'd up the pafs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wilh moft ardent of the wife } 
Too dark the fun to fee it ; higheft ftars * 
Too low to reach it ; death, great death atone, 
0*erftars and fun, triumphant, lands us there. 

Nor dreadful our tranfition ; tho* the mind. 
An artift at creating felf-alarms. 
Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death*& portrait true ? The tyrant neyer /at. 
Our (ketch all random ilrokes, conjecture all ; 
Clofe fhuts the grave, nor tells one fingle tale. 
Death, and his image rifing in the brain. 
Bear faint refemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear fliakes the pencil ; fancy loves excefs j 

Dark 
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Dark i]|^r««r« is lavifli of her Ifaades : 
And tbefe the formidable pidure draw. 

But grant the word; 'tis pafl; new proijpe&s rife; 
And drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb. 
Far other views our contemplation claim. 
Views that o'erpay the rigors of our life; 
Views that fufpend our agonies in death. » . 

Wrapt in the thought of immortality ^ 
Wrapt in the iingle» the triumphant thpught ! 
Long life might lapfe^ age unperceiv'd come on ; 
And find the foul unfated with her theme; 
Its nature^ proof y importanu^ fire my ibng. 
O that my iong could emulate my foul I 
Like her, immortal. No !— the foul difdains 
A mark fo mean ; far nobler lu^e inflames ; 
If endlefs ages can outweigh an hour. 
Let not the laureU but the pdmy infpire. 

Thy nature^ immortality ! who knows ? 
And yet who knows it not I It is but life 
In ib-onger thread of brighter colour fpun. 
And Q>un for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how blacA, how brittle here ! 
How ihort our correfpondence with the fun 1 
And while it lails, inglorious ! Our beft ^tj^'^ 
How wanting in their weight 1 Our higheft joys 
Small cordials to fupport us in our pain. 
And give us ilrength to fuffer. But how great 
To mingle int'refts, converfe, amities, • 

With all the fons oirea/on, fcatter'd wide 
Thro* habitable fpace, wherever born, 
Howe'er endow'd ! To live free citizens 
Of univerfal nature ! To lay hold 
By more than ftthle faith on the Supreme I 
To call heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 

(Mines, 
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(Mmes> which fuppoit archangfefs hi their Ihtdf 

Our own ! To rife in feience, as in Mift, 

Initiate in the fecrets of the fkies ! 

To read creation ; read its mighty plan 

In the bare bofonl of the I>city ! 

The plan, and exccntton, to collate I 

To fee, before each gbtnee of piercing bought* 

All cload, all fhadow, blown remote ; and leare 

No myftery— bat that 6f Love Divine, 

Which \\ks flff on the feraph'ff flaming wing. 

From earth's aceldama, thir field of blood. 

Of inward anguilh, and of outward ilT, 

From darknefs, and from daft, ioyucl^ a feene ! 

Love's element ! trite joy's atuftrions home ! 

From earth's i«d contrail (now deplor*d)' more faSr ! 

What cxquifite viciffitude of fate ! 

Bleft abfolution of our blackeft hour f 

Lorenzo, thefe are thoughts that make man Mai^» 
The wife illumine, aggrandize the great 
How Great (whfle yet we tread the kindred clod; 
And ev'ry moment fear to fink beneath 
The clod we tread ; foon trodden by our fbns) 
How great, in the wild whirl of timers purfuitS, 
To ftop, and paufe, involved in high prefagei 
Thro' the long vifto of a thoufand yeart. 
To ftand contemplating our dillant felres. 
As in a magnifying mirror (een, 
Enlarg'd, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine ! 
To prophefy our own futurities ; 
To gaze in thought on what all thought tranfcends 1 
To talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception as defert, 
Ourfelves th' aftonifh'd talkers, and the tale ! 

Lorenzo, 
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LoRENzd, fwelU thy bofom at the thottglit,^ 
The fwell become^ tikiec : *Ti« an honeft pwide. 
Revere thyfelf;— and yet thyWf defpife. 
His nature no man can 0*er-r«te; aftd aom 
Can under-rate his nuris. Take good Kced, 
Nor there be modcft, where likw flwdd'^bc proud j 
That almoft univerfal error flunir 
Howjuji our pride, when wc behMih^fif^ hi^ht^t 
Not thofe amhitioM paints in air, but thofe 
Rea/on points ont, and ardent 'virtui gains ^ 
And angels emulate > o»r pride how joft f 
When mount we ? When thcfe fhaefcks eaft? When^ai^ 
This cell of the creation? This ftiiall neft. 

Stuck in a comer of the aniverfe. 

Wrapt up in fieccy cloud, and fine-fpan air? 

Fine-fpun to fenfe ; but grofs and fecuknt 

To fouls celeftiai; fouls ordain'd to brea4^ 

Ambrofial gales, and drink a purer &y ; 

Greatly triumphant on /i^wir's' farther (hore. 

Where virtue reigns, cnrkhM with foil- arrear»;i;^ 

While pomp imperial begs an alnw of peace* 
In empire high, or in proud fcience deep. 

Ye born of earth 1 on what can you confer. 

With half the dignity, with half the gain. 

The guft, the glow of rational delight. 

As on this theme, which angels praife and feare? 

Man's fetes and favours are a theme in heaven. 
What wretched repetition cloys us Aw^ / 

What periodic potions for the fick ! 

Diftemper'd bodies ! and diftemper'd minds 1 

Jn an Eternity » what fcenes fhall ftrikc ! 

Adventures thicken I novelties furprife ! 

What wjebs of wonder (hall unravel, there / 

What full day pour on all the paths of heaven. 

And 
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And Eght th' Almiglity's ibotfteps in the deep ! 
How ihall the blefled day of oar difcharge 
Unwind* at once, the labyrinths of hxc. 
And ftraiten its inextricable masse ! 

If inextinguiihable thirft in man 
To knolv ; how rich, how fall, our banquet there / 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; 
The world material, lately feen in fhades. 
And, in thofe fhades, by fragments only ieen. 
And feen thofe fragments by the laboring eye. 
Unbroken, then, illofbious, and intire. 
Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame. 
In foil dimeniions, fwells to the farvey ; 
And enters, at one glance, the raviiht iight. 
From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell ? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods reitde) 
How ihall the Granger man's illuminM eye. 
In the vaft ocean of unbounded ^ace. 
Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the cryftal waves of Ether pure. 
In endleis voyage, without port ? The leaft 
Of thefe difTeminated orbs, how great i 
Great as' they are, what numbers Thefe furpafs, 
Hoge, as Leviathan; to that fmall race, 
Thofe twinkling multitudes of little life. 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous Thefe \ 
Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the njohok f 
As particles, as atoQis ill perceiv'd ; 
As circulating globules in our veins ; 
So vaft the plan. Fecundity divine ! 
Exub'rant Source ! perhaps, I wrong thee fliU. 

If admiration is a fource of joy. 
What tranfport hence ! Yet this the leaft in heaven. 
What this to that illuftrious robe He wears, 

z Who 
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Who toft this mafs of wonders from his hand, 
. A fpecimen, aaeameft of liis power i 
*Tis to that gloty, whence all glory flows» 
As the mead's meaneft flow'ret to the fun. 
Which gave it birth. But what, this fan of heaven^ 
This blifs fupt«me of the fupremely Weft ? 
^eath, only death, the queftioa can refol\re. 
By death, chea|>*bought th' ideas of ottr joy; 
The ^^^ ideas! Solid happinefs 
So diftant from its ihadow chas'd below. 

And chafe we ftill the phantom thro' the fire» 
O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 
And toil we ftill for fublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and ik>od. 
Or, fpider-like^ fpin out our precious All, 
Our mor£ than vitals fpin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs 
Of fubtk thought, and exquifite defign; 
(Pine net- work of the brain J) to catch a fly 1 
The momentary buz of vain renown ! 
A siame ! a, mortal immortality J 

Or (meaner ftill !) inftead of gracing air. 
For ibrdid lucn plunge me in the mire ? 
Drudge, fweat, thro' ev'ry ftiame, for cv'ry gain. 
For vile contaminating traib ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man f 
And deify the dirt, matur'd to gold i 
/Imbitiofiy Jvarice ; the two danwns thefe. 
Which goad thro' every flough our human herd, 
Hard-travell'd from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches ftoop i How fteep they climb ! 
Thefe diemms bum mankind ; but moft pofteis 
Lor b nzo's bofpm, and turn out the ikies. 

Vol. II. r Is 
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To beings pompoufly fct up, to fcrvc 

The mcancft flavc ; «// awrr is merk's d«^ 

Her facred and inviolable right ; - 

Nor ever paid iktmoiUircb, but the fnam. 

Our hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior wortb ; 

Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed, drop the majt in their account. 

And vote the moMtle into majefty. 

Let the /mall /av4^s boaft his filvcr fur ; 

His royal robe unborrowed, and onbought. 

His own, defcendiag ftirly from his fires. 

Shall man be proud to wear *w livery. 

And fouls in ermsM fcom a fool without ? 

Can place or leffen us, or aggrandize f 

Pygmies are pygmies Hill, tho? pcrcht on J^s ; 

And pyramids are pyramids in vales. . 

Each man makes his own ftature, builds himfclf: 

Virtue alone outbuilds tht fyramiJs,: . . - ' 

Her monuments fhaU laft, when Egypt's faU. 

Of thefe fure truths doll thou demand Ac caufc ? 
The caufe is lodgM vaimmortaUty* 
Hear, and aflfent. Thy bofom burns for pow'r ; 
What ftation charms ribee ? I'll inftaU thee, there ; 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than UfortF 
Then thou before waft fomedung /p/J than man. 
Has thy new poll betray'd thee into pride ? 
That treach'rous pride betrays thy dignity^ 
That pride defames humanity, and calls , 
The being mean> which/^ arfirii^s can raifc. 
That pride, like hooded hawks, in darknds foars, • . 
. From blindnef& bold, and tow'iing to the Ikies. 
* 'Tis born of ignorunct, which knows not man : ... 
An angel's fecond ; nor his- fccpnd, long. - 
A Nero quitting his imperial throne, - 

- * An4 
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And courting: gloty from the tinkling &rUg# : ; : . 

But faintly (i^fidoivs an immortal fodj . . ' 

With empire's. Telf, to pridc^ <«• rapture* fe'd. 

If nobler motives n^nUler no cure, 

Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain, ,o ■ ' . ■ 

High worth is elevated place : Tts fBore ; ,.- 
It makes the poft ftand candidate for Thee 5 
Makes more dian monarchs, makes an honeft S|ian f 
Tho* no exchequer it commands, 'tis wealth y 
And tho' it wears no ribband, 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' difgrap^4» 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maker's fmile* 
0/i&^ ambiti9n «^rf«rr interdids ; .v. . 

Nature proclaims it moil abfiird in man; . 
By pointing at his origin, and end ; . . 

Milk, and a fwathe, at fir fit his whole demand ; 
His whole donuun, at lafi, a .turf, or Hone > 

To whom, between, a world may feem tpo fn^all..^ 
Souls truly great dart forward on tlie wing . 

Ofjifi ambition, to the grand rcfult. 

The curtain's fall; tJbereySee the bufldn'd chief 

Unlhod behind this momentary fcene; 

Reduc'd to his own ftature, low or high. 

As vice, or virtue, finks him, or fublimes ; 

And laugh at this fantaftic mummery. 

This antic prelude of jgrotefque events. 

Where dwarfs are often ftilted, and betray . 

A littlenefs of foul by worlds o'er-run. 

And nations laid in blood. Dread facriftce 

To Chrifiian pride \ which had with horror fhockt 

The darkeft/tf^tfwj ofFer'd to their gods. 
O thou mofi Chrifiian enemy to peace I . 

Again in arms ? Again provoking fate ? 

That prince, and That alone, is truly great, 

Y 3 Who 
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Who draws the iJiwd rekdififi gtB% thetthn 
On empire builds whtff ttfnpbie ^r t)iM#«ig^» 
And makes hi6' <itt-«K^ ft IbaHbld to the ftks. 

Why /i&/r fo rare ? Betaulc; Ibi^of df aH 
The day of death ; that t^eherable day^ 
Which fits as jt^get that dffy, vAAtk ftlll {ft-^MMiittf 
On all oar days, tdbfchre dfiKii, of ctfkkleliifi. 
Lorenzo^ never fhot thy thougi^t itgdinfUt k; 
Be lia;ees nc*er fo fiffi, a^ord it room. 
And give it audience in the coBinet. 
That friend conftiftcdi flatteries skpatt. 
Will tell thee fair, if diott art great, ofr ineail. 

To doat on aught may leave us, of be feft. 
Is That umhition f Tlteti let fkmes iefctnd^ 
Point to the centre their kivertcd fpSres, 
And learn hoMIIl»96li f^Ofxf a fdtd> 
Which boafts hef lS!<iefeg;e fhiMi celeftial foe. 
Yet tbefe stfe fliejr, the Worfd proirotfnces wife; 
The world, wftfeh eaflcefe htttttre^s right and wrcmg. 
And calls iktzv wifdoa^ i Ev'h the gri^e maA lends 
His iblemn face, to eocmteAtanee ^ eoin. 
Wifdom for parts is Aadttcfe \bt the whole. 
This ftamps the paradox, awd gives tfc leave 
To call the wifeft weak, the rkhef! pcf6r. 
The moll ambitious, miaittbitioas> mean ; 
In triumph, mean ; atid abje6l, on a throne. 
Nothing can make it left than mad it! man. 
To put forth all his ardour, all his aft. 
And give his foul her ftrfl unbounded ffight. 
But reaching Biihy Who gave her wihp^s to fly- 
When blind ambition qtiite iniAafces h^r road. 
And downward pores, for that which ftiincs abovfe 
Subllantial happinefs, and true renown ; 
Then, like an Idiot, gazing oti the brook. 

We 
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We leap at ft&ti^ sad Ibddfi iis fhe fluid ; 
At glory grafpy And fittk in ii^iaiy. 

Ambition / pow'ifbi ibttfce c€ ^dod dtid tU t 
Thy fbength in man> &6 ledgtk of wiiljg in bitd^ 
When difengag'd froiii earth, with grieattr eaTe 
And fwifter fiigllt trftifports as to the i)li«s i 
By toys efitMgkd, or in guilt bfetotirU 
It turns a curfe ; it is oilr ch«in> and fcoui'ge^ 
In this dark dungecmi whefe confin'd we Ue* 
Clofe grafed by ^e foitild ba^rs 6i fen^ | 
All profpeft ctf €ltefnity fliut out 1 
And, bilt k/t execukiofit n^er fet free. 

With error in ombitiM juftly charg'd> 
Find we Lor £ m 80 wiTer in his mgaiih t 
What if thy rental I reform ? and draiw 
An inventory ilenv to (bt thee fight I 
Where, thy true treafure ? Gold fays, «» Not in mt :^» 
And, « Not in me," ikit di'iiiotld. . Gi^ld is pottt j 
/W/Vz's infolvent : Seek it iti thyfelf^ 
Seek in thy n^ed i^lf, dhd ind it there $ 
In being fo defcendtfd, fbrlti'd, elidow'd ; 
Sky-born, iky-guided« fity-retttriikig #ace ! 
Eredl, immortal, radonal, divine I \ 

Infen/eSf which inherit earth, and heair'ns; | 
Enjoy the various riches nethire yiddl j \ 

Far nobler I give the riches they ttij^y ; \ 

Give tafte to fruits ; and harmotiy td grordJ ; \ 
I'heir radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright ^tt\ 
Take iil, at once, the landfcape of die Wofld^ 
At a fmall inlet, which a grain might clofe, [ 

And half create the wond'rous world dley fee. j 

OxiYjenJesy as our reafin, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's powerful charm, ^ j.- 
Earth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos ilill. 

Y 4 Objeas 
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Ofy'i^j are bat th' occafion ; oars ih\ txpkit ; 
Oars is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint. 
Which nature's admirable pidure draws ; 
And beautifies creation's ample dome. 
Like Miltomh Evi, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchlefs image, man admircts^ 
Say then. Shall map, his thoughts all fent abroad^ 
Superior wonders in himfelf forgot* 
His admiration wafle on objeds round* 
fWhen Heav'n makes him the foul of all he fees I 
^Abfurd 1 not rare ! fo great, fo mean, is man. 

What wealth hi/enfif fuch as thefe ! Wha^ wealth 
Infancy, fir'd to fonli a fairer fcene 
T)izxi/enfe furveys ! In tmnCrfh firm record. 
Which, (hould it periih, could this world recall 
From the dark ihadows of o'erwhelnung years 1 
In colours frelh, originally bright 
Preferve its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intelU&y that fov^reign ppw'r I 
Which y^»/^ ioid/au^y fummons to the bar; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; . 
And from the mafs thofe underlings import* 
From their materials fift^d, and refin'd. 
And in truths balance accurately weigh'd. 
Forms art, z-nd/ciencf, government^ and /awi 
The folid bafis, and the beauteous frame* 
The vitals, and the grace of civil life ! 
And manners {{ad exception 1) fet afide* 
Strikes out, with mailer hand, a copy fair • 
Of His idea, whofe indulgent thought 
Long, long, ere chaos teem'd, plann'd ifuman blifs. 

What ^wealth in foul? that foar, dive, range around^ . 
Difdaining limit, or from place, or time ; 
And hear at once, in thought extenfive, hear 

Th' 
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/Th* Almighty Fiat, and the Truinpet's found 1 
j Bdld> on creation's OQtfide walk, and view ' 

I What wasy and is, and mon than e'er fhall be ; 
I Commanding, witk omnipotence of thought, 
I Creations new in fancy's field to^ rife ! 
I Souls, that can grafp whate*er th' Almighty made, 
I And wander wild thro' things impoffiMe ! 
/What wealth , in faculties of endlefs growth, 
I In quenchlefs paffims violent to crave, 
I In liberty to chufe, in/ew'r to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rife !) 
>Duration to/^/^/»a/^i~— boundlefs blifs ! 

Aik you, what pvw'r refides in feeble man - 
That blifs to gain ? Is virtu^s^ then, unknown I 
Virtue, our pre&nt peace, our future prize. 
Man's unprecarious^ natural eUate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies ; 
Its tenure fure ; its income is divine. . . 

High'built abundance, heap on heap I for wh^ ? 
To breed new wants, and beggar ns the more ; 
Then, make a richer fcramble for the throng ? 
Soon as this^feeble pulfe, which leaps (o long 
Almoft by miracle, is tir'd with play,- 
Like rubbifh from difploding engines thrown, - 
Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe 5 fly to foreigners, to foes ; 
New roaflers court, and call the former fool 
(How juflly !) for dependance on their flay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our play^things ; then, our duft. 

Dofl court abundance for the fake of peace I 
Learn, and lament thy felf-defeated fcheme: 
Riches enable to be richer flill ; 
And, richer fiilU what mortal can refift ? 
Thus wealth (a cruel taik-mafler !) enjoins 

J New 
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New toils, fucu^ding toik> da cAdlefs tnift I 
And murders peaee> whkh Uoght it firil to ihtnc* 
The poor are M/9A wreidied.a» tke rkb; 
Whofe prood and paittfutl {nrit iiege it is. 
At once, to bear a dobble k»d of woe & 
To feel tkt itisigi of m4^, and bftwmtt, 
Outrageous want ! bdib Imdiis cannot csne. 

A competence k Titai tb content. 
Much wealth is corpuknce^ if not dkktit ; 
Sick, or incumber'd, is our hiq>pi«ie&^ 
A competence is all w€ c^ ^^* 
O be content, wher^ hedv*n can give no more ! 
JlftfT^, like a fla(b ef tvfaidr fiienl t k)ck^ 
Quickens dur ipirits' me¥em6fit for ah hoiir; 
But foon its force is ^>ent* nor rife our jojrs' 
Above our native temper's fSomsMA ftream^ 
Hence difappointment Urk» m ev'ry pHsce, 
As bees in flowers ; and ffinj^s as witK fuccefs. 

The rkht man» >tW desks it^ proudly feigns; 
Nor knows the wife are privy to the lye. 
Much leamiitg fhoMs bdw littk mortals knnxji 
Much wealth, how Ktde i^'oHdlings can fiyo; .- 
At belli it babies us with eotdlefs toys. 
And keeps us chiktren tiU we drop to dufl. 
As monkeys at a mirror ftand ama^'d. 
They fail to find what they fo plainly fee; 
Thus men, in Ihining ikhes> fee the face 
Of happinefs, nor know it is a ihade % 
But gaze, and touchy and pdep, and peep againt 
And wi(h, and wonder i€ is abfent ftill. 

How few can refeue opulence from want ! 
Who lives to naiuret rarely c^ft be poor; 
Who lives x.ofan<y^ never can be rkh. 
Poor is the man in debt l the matt of g(4d. 
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In debt to/brtmia^ ttemh\s9 at her pow'r. 

Tbe man of rea/of^ (tmles at het, ind dcatk 

O what a pittnmony thifr ! A ^#iii^ 

Of fuch inherent ftr^ngA and majeHtf, 

Not worlds pofleft cah r^ie it ; worlds ddlrof 'd 

Can't injure ; which holds on its |;ioriEmA coarfe^ 

When thine, O Nature ! ends ; too bleil to Mnmra 

Creation's obfequied. What tmfere, this I 

The Mtmarcb is a beg]^ar to the Man. 

Immortal! Aig<8 frift, yet floldliilg gone ! 
Morn without ^Ve 1 il met WfthMU a goal ! 
Unfhorten'd by l>lt)f J-feflott MiitM I 
Futurity for ever future ! Life 
Beginning Hill where coitifmtatioi^ eaids I 
*Tis the defcuifittdtt of t Dtiiy i 
'Tis the defcriptioii ^tlw mneuufi flave: 
The meaneft Have dlU'es theft Lohibtzo fcdrn ? 
The meaneft flirtfe t^yji^r^gn f lory ftiirts. 
Proud youth ! Midi<m^ of the Mt^ world i 
Man's laiv/ul ptidt indude^ htfmility ; 
Stoops to the lowed ; is too gresit to £nd 
Inferiors; aUimfliortal! brothers all! 
Proprietors BtirHol oi thy tevie. 

IMMORTAL ! What can ftrike the/«;S fo ftroog. 
As this the /oui f It thunders to the thought ; 
Reafim amazes ; gratitttde o'erwhelmd ; 
No more we (lumber on the brink ^ fasten 
Rous'd at the fontid, th' ej^nlting foul afcend^t 
And breathes her native air ; an air that fbeds 
Ambitions high, aiid fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within as ; 
Nor leaves on^ loit'ring thought beneath die ftars. 

Has not Lorenzo's bofom caught the flame f 
Immortal ! Were btft vne ii]imortai> how 

Wou!d 



3J2 THE COMPLAINT. NightVI. 

Would others envy ! How would thrones adore I 

Becaufe 'tis common^ is the blefling lofl i % 

How tifis ties up the boanteons hand of heav'n I ».. 

O vain, vain, vain, all elfe ! Eternity / 

A glorious, and a needful refuge^ that^ 

From vile impriibninent, in abje& views. 

'Tis immartaiityt 'tis that alone* ' 

Amid life's pains^ abafementsy emptineji. 

The foul can comfort^ elevate, smdfiL 

That only, and that amply, this performs ; 

Lifts us above life's pains, her joys abpvQ ; 

Their terror tho/e, and tiefe their luftre ioie ; 

Eternity depending covers all ; 

Eternity dependix^ all atchieves ; 

Sets earth at diilance ; caib her into fhad^ ; 

Blends her difcindiions ; abrogates her pow'rs ; 

The low, die lofty, joyous, and fevere* 

Fortune's dread frowns, and fafcinating fmile^ 

Make one promifcttoiis and negledled heap. 

The man beneath ; if I may call him man. 

Whom Immortality's full force ii}fpires. 

Nothing terreflrial touches his high thought ; 

Suns fhine unfeen, and thunders roll unheard* 

By minds quite confcious of their high defcent. 

Their prefent province, and their future prize ; 

Divinely darting upward ev'ry wifti. 

Warm on the wing, in glorious aijeace lofl ! 

Doubt you this truth ? Why labours your belief? 
If earth's whole orb by fome due diflanc'd eye 
Were feen at once, her tow'ring Jips would fink. 
And levell'd Jt^las leave an even fphere. 
Thus earti^, and all that earthly minds admire. 
Is fwallow'd in Eternity's vaft round. 
To that flupendous view, when fouls awake, 

# So 
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So large of late. To mountainous to nian. 

Timers toys fubfide; and equal all below. 
Enthufiaftic, this ? Then aH are weak. 

But rank enthuliafts. To this godlike height 

^ome fouls have foar*d ; or martyrs ne'er had bl^ 

And all may do, what has by man been done. 

Who, beaten by thefe fubkinary ftorms, 

Boundlefs, interminable joys can weigh, 

Unraptur'd, unexalted, uninflam'd ? 

What ilave unhkji^ who from to-morrow^s dawn 

£xpe^ an empire ? He forgets his chain. 

And, thron'd in thought, \i\%ahjtnt fceptre waves^ 
And what a fceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immenfe appointments to compute. 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives. 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, the human foul divine 1 
Too great the bounty feems for earthly joy ; 
What heart btit trembks at fo ftrange a blifs ? 
In fpite of all the truths the mufe has fnng. 
Ne'er to be priz'd enough I enough revolv'd ! ^ 

Are there \f4io wrap the world fb clofe about them. 
They fee no farther than the clouds ; and dance 
On heedlefs vanity's fantaftic'toe. 
Till, tumbling at a ibaw, in their career. 
Headlong they plunge; where end both dance and fbng ? 
Arc there» Lor£Kzo ? Is it poffible ? 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a foul immortal in- their breads ; 
Unconicious as the mountain of its ore; 
Or rock, of its inefiimable gem ? 
When rocks fhall melt^ and mountains vanifh, the/e' 
Shall know their treafure'; treafure, then, no more* 
Are there (ftill more amazing !) who reM 

The 
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The rifing thought? Who fiaocher* ui itf bifth# 
The glorious tnith I Who ftraggle to be brates ? 
Who thro' this bQfi>iii«^rier bvrft their way. 
And, with reverft tiabiriom ftrive to fi^k f 
Who labour 4ow»waids thro' th' opp^&og pow'n 
Of mftina, ret^f a^ the world ^gainft the9« 
To diimal hopes, apd ihdter in the Oiock 
Of endlefs night ; pight darker than the grave*^ ? 
Who fight the proofs of inunortaUty i 
With honi4 yfglt undeiMcrahle arts. 
Work all their engines, level their black firei^i 
To blot h^m W^ this attribate divine, 
(Than vit^ b)ood &r dearer to the wife) 
Blafphemers, zM l^snk ath^ifts to themfilv^ ? 

To contradid the^l* iee aU natcure rift I 
What objed, what event* the moon beneath* 
But argues, or eiidcars* an after-fce ne ? 
To rea/on proves,^ weds it to dejir4 f 
All things pro^toim i( iiH4f4\ {<m% 9d¥M<se 
One precious ftep beyond* 4nd pro¥e it>^4« 
A thoufand ^igvui^ius Amurm rpuad my ^m% 
From b^im^p, and ^oftht, and s^fk lydidgff » Aw# 
By nature, i# hfr ««i«i<wf Mit^ WQr« i 
So prej/ing Providence a trut^ to teftch« 
Which truth unta.Hg]pbt> «iU other truths were vmu 

THOU I whofc sdl-provid^ntial Eye fiirveys, 
Whofe Hand diredls, whofe Spirit fills Hfttl wariO^ 
Creation, aii4 h^^. emj^e Ua hciyoed ! 
Eternity's Inhabitaet aug«A ! 
Of two Eternities ^w»iiaig Lord I 
One paft, ere man's, or angel's, l^d begimi 
Aid ! wiiQo I reiene finom the foe'« n&idc 
T'it;? gloriom Immortality in mm ; 
A theme for evert m4 fpr eUt ^ H^e^ghb 
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Of moment infimte t but Ydilh'd metft 

By thofe who love Thee moft> ^yko molk acbre» 

* Nature, thy daugkter^ ever-«kafigk^ birth 

Of Thee the Great ImmittMe, to man 

Speaks ^wifdom ; is his orade fupnemc^ ; 

And he who moil ecmfqlts her, ii raoi wife. 

LoRENZOy to this heai^^iily Ddphos kaifte ; 

And come back all-immortal ; aU-^vine : 

Look nature thoongh, \is revohuutn all ; 

All change; no death. Day fi^ws nighty and aigit 

The dying day ; itars rile« and Cet, and nit ; . 

Earth takes th' exaflipie. See, ^^ Summer gay. 
With her green chafdet, vnA amferofiai flcMDers^ 
Droops into pallid AuHmm z fVimer grey. 
Horrid with froft, and tarbuleat with flontn. 

Blows Autumn, and his golden ^lots, away : 

Then melts into the ^ring : Soft S^ring^ with bseath 

Favonian, from warm chambers of die ibutfa, 

Recaljis iint^Jh^* AlU to ce^&urifh, fades ; 

As in a whrd, all iklcs, to re-afcend. 

Emblems of inao» who fiailes, not expires. 
With this minute diitinAioiv, cmMema jiift> 

Nature revolves, but man aivancts i both 

Eternal, that a icirck, tfm a Hne. 

That gravitates, this foars. Th* a^iring fosl. 

Ardent, and tremulous^ like Hame, afbcnd^ 

Zeal and humility her wings, to heav'o. 

The world of matter, with \x& various ^rais. 

All dies into new life. ]L>ife born from death 

Rolls the vaft maib, and (hall for ever roll. 

No fmgle atom, once in being, kxft. 

With change of counfel charges die Moft High* 
What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it he I 

Matter immortal \ Ajoid ftiall Bpirit die ? 

3 Above 



336 THE COMPLAINT. N«litVI. 

Above the nobler, ihall lefs noble rife ? ' 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives. 
No reforre^on know ? Shall Man alone. 
Imperial Man ! be Town in barren ground, 
LeCs privileged than grain, on which he feeds ? 
Is Man, in whom alone is pow'r to piize ' 
The Slifs of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the fpleen of fate. 
Severely doom'd deatb*s fingle unredeemed? 

If nature's revolution fpeaks aloud. 
In her gradation^ hear her louder ftill. 
Look nature thro', 'tis nt%X, gradation alL 
fiy what minute degrees her fcale afcends ! 
Each middle nature join'd at each extreme. 
To that above it join'd, to that beneath. 
Parts, into parts reciprocally fhot. 
Abhor divorce : What love of union reigns ! 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join there ; here, life and ^ife ; 
There, fenfe from reafon fteals a glimm'ring ray; 
Reafon ihines out in man. Bat how preferv^d 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms 
Of incorporeal life? tliofe realms of bfifs. 
Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a maker 
Half-mortal, half-imniortal; earthy, part. 
And part etliereal; grant the foul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the feries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap ; connexion is no more ; 
Check'd reafon halts ; her next flep wants fupport; 
Striving to climb, fhe tumbles from her fcheme ; 
A fcheme, analogy pronounc'd fo true ; 
Jnalegyy man's furefl guide beldiv. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo^ carelefs of the pall, 

Falfe 
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Falfe atteftadon on all nature charge. 

Rather than violate his league with death ? 

Renoi^ncehis reaibn, rather than renounce 

The daft bplov'd, and run ihcrt/jue of heav'n f 

O what indignity to deathlefi fouls ! 

What treafon to the majefty of man ! 

Of man immprtal / Hear the lofty ftyle ; 

« If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done* 

" Let earth diffolve, yon pond'rous orbs defcend» 

'« And grind us intp duft, 'The Joulis fafe ; 

^ The man j^merges i mounts above the wreck, 

" As tow'ring flame from nature^s fan'ral pyre ; 

'' O'er deyaflation, as a gainer, fmiles ; 

'' I^s charter, his inviolable rights, 

*' Well-pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 

** Death's pointlefs darts, and hell's defeated ilorms/^ 

fut thefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 
The glories of the world thy fev'nfold^/>A/. 
Other ambition than of crowns in air. 
And fupeflunary felicities. 
Thy bofon^ warm. I'll cool it, if I can ; 
And turn thofe glories that inchant, againft thee* 
What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
If wife, tlie caufe that wounds thee is thy cure. 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together. 
(To mount, Lorbnzo never can refufe) ; 
And from xhe clouds, where pride delighjts to dweU, 
Look down on earth.— What feeft thou? Wond'roua things ! 
Terreftrial wonders, thjit eclipfe the fkies.. 
What lengths of laboured lands ! what loaded feas I 
Loaded by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war ! 
Seas, winds, and planets , into fervice brought;, • 
His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
Nor can th' eternal rocks his will witjhftand ; . 

Vol. II. Z What 
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What levelled mountdil^ ! and whatf lifted Vilks f 
O'er vales and ftidbntaiM fdmptaoas cities fvt^f 
And gild our Ismdfbape WM? ih€b gfit%'n«g ^4M. 
Some mid tke #ond'ii»g war^s majeftic liie; 
And Neptune holds a niirmr to th^ir charms. 
Far greater ftiU! (wHaff eaAnot bUn^ ii^ght?.) 
See» wide dominions rsri^HhM- ffdift tke d^p f 
The narrow'd iO^^ with indlgiiatsoii feami. 
Or foathwird tnm ; to iA/iV«v and gftiiiJi 
The finer arts there rfpeit ill th« fan. 
How the taU templesv a^ to meet their godf, 
Afcend the fkae^ ! the proad triniftphal arch 
Shews us half heay*h beneath hsr aiA]^ bend. 
High thro' mid-air, beti, iteuA% are unght to ft>w;« 
Whole risers , ib&it laid by in baibns, fleep. 
Here, phdn^ turn oceans ; tberef vaft oceam join 
Thro' kingdomf channel'd deep from (hore to ihore^ 
And chang'd creation takes its face froin ihan. 
Seats thy brave breaft for ibnmdable fcenes. 
Where fame and empire wait upon the fword? 
See fields in. blood; hear naval thunders rife; 
BafTANNxa's voice! that awes the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mde projecting breaks 
The mid-fea^ foriDUs waves ! Their roar amidifcy 
Out*fpeaks ths Deity, and fays, " O main ! 
«« Thus far, nor farther; niw reftrainta obey." 
Earth's difeihboweCd! meafur'd are the &iei t 
Start are detected in their deep reeefs I 
Creation widens I tratficpiih'd lufiui^f yields I 
Her fecrfcts ire extorted ! art ptivails 1 
What monument of genius, fpirit» power ! 

And now, Lorbnzo! raptur'd at this fcene^ 
Whofe glories render heav'n fnperfluous \ fay, 
Whoie ftotfteps iiyth\^tHmm§ls have been hou 

I Could 
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Could leffi than fouls immortal this have done? 
^Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immortal | 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are ambition^s works: And thefe are great: 
But this, the lead immortal fouls can do ; 
Tranfeend them all*— But what can thefe tranfcelulf 
Doft afk me what?— -One figh for the diftreft. 
What the^ for infidih ? A deeper figh, 
Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man : 
How little they, who think aught great below I 
Ail our ambitions death defeats, but one; 
And that it crowns.«^Herc ceafe we; Bat, ere long. 
More pow'rful froof ihall take the field agabft thee^ 
Stronger than death, and fmiiing at the tomb. 



^ £9(D or THE 5BC0N9 VOLUME. 



M 



